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THE LEGEND OF JHDAL. 


When Cain "was dvivon from Johovali’s land 
lie ■wandered eas'Lward, Keeking some far strand 
Ruled by kind gods who asked no offerings 
Save pure field-fruits, as aromatic things, 

To food the subtler sense of frames divine 
Tliat lived on fragranco for their food and wine t 
Wild joyous gods, who winked at faults and folly, 
And could be pitiful and melancholy. 

IIo never liacl a doubt that such gods were ; 

He looked within, and saw them mirrored there. 
Bnino think ho came at last to Tartary, 

And some to Tnd ; Imt, liowsoe’or it ho. 
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His stuff he planted wliere sweet waters ran, 

And in that liome of Cain the Arts began. 

Man’s life was spacious in the early world : 

It paused, lilto some slow ship with sail i.infmled 
Waiting' in seas by scaroo a wavelet curled ; 

Beheld the alow star-paces of the skies, 

And grow from strength to strength through cen- 
turies ; 

Saw infant trees fill out their giant limbs, 

And lieai’d a thousand times the sweet birds’ mar- 
riage hymus. 

In Cain’s young city none had heard of Death 
Save him, the founder ; and it was his faith 
That hero, away from harsh Jehovah’s law, 

Man was immortal, since no halt or flaw 
In Cain’s own frame betrayed six hundi’od years. 

But dark as pines that autumn never soars 
TIis locks thronged backward as ho ran, his frame 
Rose like the orbed sun each morn tho same, "■ 
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Liike-tuirrored to his gaze ; and that red Iwatid, 
The soorohing impress of Jehovah’s hand, 

Was still clear-edged to his umvearied oyo, ■ 

Its secret firm in time-fraught memory. 

Ho said, “ My happy offspring shall not know 
That the red life from out a man may flow 
Wlion smitten by his brother.” True, liis race 
Bore each one stamped upon his new-born face 
A copy of the brand no whit less clear ; 

But every mother held that little copy dear. 

Thus generations in glad idlcsso tlnovo, 

Nor hunted prey, nor with each other strove ; 

For clearest springs were plenteous in the land, 
And gourds for cups; the ripe fruits sought tl 
hand, 

Bending the laden boughs with fragraiit gold ; 
And for their roofs and garments wealth untold 
Lay every whore in grasses and broad leaves : 

They laboured gently, as a maid who weaves 
Her hair in mimic mats, and pauses oft 
And strokes across her palm the tresses soft, 
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Then peeps to watch tho poised Luttei'lly, 

Or little burtlienod ants that homeward hie. 

Time was but leisure to tifieir lingering tlionglit, 
I'licro was no need for haste to fonsh aught ; 

But sweet beginnings were repeated still 
Like infant babblings that no task fulfil ; 

For love, that loved not change, coustrahied tlie 
simple will. 

Till, hurling stones in mere athletic joy. 

Strong Lanaech struck and killed his lairest 
boy, 

And tried to wake him with the tendorost erios, 

And fotclied and held before the glazkl eyes 
The things they best had loved to look upon ; 

But never glance or smile or sigh he won. 

The generations stood around those twain 
Helplessly gazing, till their father Cain 
Parted tho press, and said, “ He will not walce ; 

This is tho endless sleep, and we must make 
A bed deep down for him beneath the sod ; 

For Imow, my sons, there is a mighty God 
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Aligiy wii.li all man’s race, but most witli me, 

.1 fled from out ilia laud in vain !~^'tis Ho 
Wiio came and alow the lad, for Ho hag found 
This Jiomo of oura, and wo shall all be bound 
By tho harsh bands of His most cruel will, 

Which any moment may somo dear one kiU, 
aSTay, tliough wo live for countless moons, at last 
Wo and all oura shall'die like auuimors past. 

This is Johovah’s will, and He is strong; 

I thought tho way I travelled was too long 
For Him to follow me : my thought was vain 5 
He walks unseen, but leaves a track of pain, 

Palo Death Ilis footprint is, and Ho will come 
again!” 

And a new spirit from that hour came o’er 
The race of Cain : soft idlesso was no more, 

But even the sunshino had a heart of care, 

Smiling with hiddeir dread — a mother fair 
Who folding to her breast a dying child 
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Death was now lord of Lifa, and at hiK word 
Time, vague as air before, new terrors stirred, 

With inoasured wing now nndibly arose 
Throbbing tbrongh all tilings to some ludcnown dose. 
Now glad Content by olutobing Haste was torn, 

And Work grew eager, and Device was liorii. 

It seemed the light was never loved before. 

Now each man said, “’Twill go and come no more.” 
No budding branch, no pebble from tlia brook. 

No form, no shadow, but new dearness took 
From the one thought that life must have an end ; 
And the last parting now began to send 
Diffusive dread through love and wedded bliss, 
Thrilling them into finer tenderness. 

Thou Memory disclosed her face divine, 

That like the calm nocturnal lights doth shine 
Within the soul, and shows the sacred graves, 

And sh. ... the presence that no sunlight craves, 

No space, no warmth, but moves among’ them all ; 
G-one and yet here, and coming at each call, 

Widi ready voice and eyes that understand. 

And lips that ask a kiss, and dear responsive hand. 
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Tiius to Cain’s lace death was tear-watered seed 
Of various life and action-sliaping; need. 

But oliief the sons of Laineeh felt the stings 
Of now ambition, and the force that siu-ings 
In passion boating on the shores of fate. 

They said, “There comes a night when all too 
late 

The mind shall long to prompt the aohioTing- hand, 
The eager thought behind closed portals stand, 

And the last wishes to the mute lips press 
Buried ere death in silent helplessness^ . 

Then while the soul its way with sound can cleave, 
And while the arm is strong to strilco and heave, 
Let soul and arm give shape that will abide 
And rule above our graves, and power divide 
With that groat god of day, w'hose rays must bend 
As we shall make the moving shadows tend. 

Como, let us fashion acts that are to be, 

When we shall lie in darlctiesB silently, 

As our young brother doth, whom yet wo see 
Fallon and slain, but reigning in our will 
By that one image of him pale and still." 


Time, vaguo as air before, now terrors stirred, 

With measurorl wing now audibly arose 
Tlivobbing through all things to some imlcnown close. 
Now glad Content by clutching Haste was torn. 

And Work grow eager, and Device was born. 

It seemed the light was never loved before, 

Now each man said, “’Twill go and come no move.” 
No budding branch, no pebble from the brook, 

No form, no shadow, but new dearness took 
From tho one thonght that life must have an end ; 
And tho last parting now began to send 
Diffusive dread thi-oirgh love and wedded bliss, 
Tlmlling them into finer tenderness. 

Then Memoiy disclosed her face divine, 

That like the calm nocturnal lights doth shine 
Within tho sonl, and shows the sacred graves, 

And sn, tho presence that no snnhght craves. 

No space, no warmth, bnt moves among tliem all ; 
Gone and yet here, and coming at each call, 

With ready voice and eyes that nnderstand, 

And lips that ash a kiss, and dear responsive hand. 


TilUH to Gaiji’a raco deatli was tear-waterocl sued 
Of varioiifl life and aotion-shapliig need. 

But chief then sons of Lainoch felt tUo stings 
Of now ambition, and the force that springs 
In, passion boating- on the shores of fate. 

They said, “There comes a night wliou all too 
late ' ' 

The mind shall long to prompt the achieving baud, 
The eager thought behind closed portals stand, 

And the last wishes to the mute lips press 
BmiecI ere death in silent helplessness. 

Then while tiie soul its way witlx sound can cleave, 
And while the arm is strong to strike and heave, 

Let soul and arm give shape that will abide 
And rule above our graves, and power divide 
With that groat god of day, whose rays must bend 
As wo shall make the moving shadows tend. 

Come, let us fashion acts that ai-e to be, 

When wo shall lie in darlmess silently, 

As our young brother doth, whom yet we see 
Fallen and slain, but reigning in om- will 
By that one image of him pale and still." 
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Defitli. was now lord of Life, aud at, lim -word 
Time, vague as air before, new teiTors stirred, 

With meaBured wing now andibly arose 
Tbrobbing throngli alltbings to soino unknown clnso. 
Now glad Oontont by clutching blasto was torn, 

And Work grew eager, and Device was born. 

It seemed tlie light was never loved before, 

Now each man said, “ ’Twill go and oomo no more.” 
No budding branob, no pebble from the brook, 

No form, no shado-w, bnt now dearness took 
From the one thought that life must have an ond ; 
And the last parting now began to send 
Diffusive dread through love and wedded bliss, 
Thrilling them into finer tenderness. 

Then Memory disclosed her face divine, 

That like the calm nocturnal lights doth shino 
Within the soul, and shows the saored graves, 

And SI.- ... the presence that no sunlight craves, 

No space, no warmth, but moves among them all ; 
Gone and yet here, aud coming at each call, 

With ready voice and eyes that understand, 

And lips that ask a kiss, and dear responsive hand. 


dtsatli was tear-watered aocd 


Of various life and aotion-sliapiiig need. 

But, cliief tliQ sons of Lamccli folt the stings 
Of new ambition, and tlie force that springs 
In passion boating on the shores of fate. . 

Thoy said, “There comes a night when all too 
late 

The mind shall long to prompt the aoliieving hand, 
The eager thought behind closed portals stand, 

And the last wishes to the mute lips press 
Buried ere death in silent helplessness. 

Then while the soul its way witli sound can cleave, 
And while the arm is strong to strike and heave, 

Let soul and arm, give shape that will abide 
Aird rale above our graves, and power divide 
With that great god of day, whose rays must bond 
As wo shall make the moving shadows tend. 

Gome, lot us fashion acts that are to be, ' ' ' 
When wo shall lie in darkness silently. 

As our young brother doth, whom ycit wo see 
Fallen and slain, but reigning in our will 
By that one imago of him pale and still.” 


For Lauiook’s eons were lieroos of their race i 
Jabal, the eldest, boi’e upon his Ihco 
'['he look of that cairn river-gwl, the Hilo, 

Mildly soonro in power that needs not guile. 

JJiit Tuhal-Oain was restless as the five 
Tliat glows and spreads and leaps from liigh t 
higher 

Where’er is aught to seize or to stibdue , ; 

Strong as a storm he lifted or o’ertlu'ew, 

His urgent limbs like rorrnded granite grew, 

Such granite as the plunging torrent wears 
And roaring rolls around through countless years. 
But strength that still on movement must be led, 
Inspiring thought of change, devices bred, 

And urged his mind through earth and air to rovo 
For force that ho could conquer if ho strove, 

For lurking fonns that might new tasks fulfil 
And yield unwilling to his stronger \vill. 

Ruch Tuhal-Gain. But Juhal had a frame 
Fashioned to finer senses, which hocauie 
A yearning for some hidden soul of things, 

Some outward touch complete on inner springs 


TfllJ tiEGUNt) OE JtfBAU 


11 


"i’hnt v'ay’iiLiljr iiioving brei.1 a loiioly pfiin, 

A wani; tliat did bat stroiiger grow with gain. . 
OrallgoodolsG,asspmtfjmightbosad.- 
For latik of apooch to toll us they are glad. 

Now Jabal learned to tame, the lowing kino, 

And from thou- udders drew the snow-white wine 
That stirs the innocent joy, and makes the stream 
Of clomontal life with fulness teem ; 

The star -browed calves he nursed with feeding 
hand, 

And sheltered them, tiU all the little band 
Htood mustered gazing at the sunset w'ay 
Wlrenoe he would come with store at close of day. 
He soothed the silly sheep with friendly tone 
And roared, their staggering lambs that, older grown. 
Followed his steps with sense-taught memory; 

Till he, their shepherd, could their leader bo 
And guide tbeni tbrougli the pastures as bo would, 
With sway that grew from niinistiy of good 
Hi' spread bis tents upon the grassy plain 
Wldcb, eastward widening like tbo open main, 
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fc) lowed the first whiteuoss ’neiith tlie oiuriiiiig 
star; 

Near him hia sister, deft, as women arc. 

Plied her qiiiok alrill in sequoiico to his tiioTight 
'I’ill the hid troasnres of the milk slio oanght 
Kevealed like pollen 'mid the petals white, 

The golden pollen, virgin to the h'ght. 

Even the she-wolf with young, on rapine hont, 

He caught and tethered in his jnai>walled tent. 

And chorislied aft her little sharp-nosed young 
Till the small race with hope and teiTor clung 
About his footsteps, till each new-reared brood, 
Remoter from the memories of the wood, , 

More glad discerned their common homo with man. 
This was the work of Jabal : he began 
The pastoral life, and, sire of joys to be, 

Spread the sweet ties that bind the family 
O’er dear dumb souls that thrilled at man’s caress, 
And shared his pains with patient helpfulness. 

But Tuhal-Cain had caught and yoked the fire, 

Yoked it with stones that bent the flaming spire 
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And made it roar in prisonQcl servitude 
IVithin tlio furnaoo, till with force subdued 
It changed all forms he willed to work upon, 

Till hard from soft, and soft from hard, ho won. 
The pliant clay he moulded as he would, 

And laughed with joy when ’mid the heat it stood 
Shaped as liis hand had clioson, while the mass 
That from his hold, dark, obstinate, would pass, 
Ho drew all glowing from tho busy heat, 

All breathing as witli life that he could beat 
With thundering hammer, making it obey 
His wiU ci’eativo, like the pale soft clay. 

Each day he wrought and better than ho planned, 
Shape breeding shape beneath his 3’eslless hand. 
(The soul without still helps the soul within, 

And its deft magic ends what we begin.) 

Nay, in his dreams his hammer he would wield 
And seem to see a myriad types revealed, 

Tlicn spring wilh wondering triumphant cry, 

And, lost tho inspiring vision should go by. 
Would rush to labour with that plastic zeal 
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For force to work with. Each day saY\f ilie birth 
Of varioiiB forma which, flung upon the earth, 
Seemed harmless toys to cheat the exacting lioiin 
But were as seeds instinct with hidden power. 

The axe, the club, the spiked wheel, the chain, 

Hoild silently the shrieks and moans of pain ; 

And near them latent lay in share and spade, 

In tho strong bar, the saw, and dcop-ciu'ved blade, 
Glad voices of the hearth and harvest-home, 

The social good, and all earth’s joy to come. 

Thus to mixed ends wrought Tubal ; and they say, 
Sorao ihings ho made have lasted to this day ; 

As, thirty silver pieces that wore found 
By Noah’s oliildren buried in the ground. 

He made them from mere hunger of device, 

Those small white discs ; but they hocarae Hie price 
Tho traitor Judas sold his Master for ; 

And men still handling them in peace and war 
Catch foul disease, that comes as appetite, 

And hu’ks and olings as withering, damning blight. 
But Tuhal-Cain wot not of treachery, 

Nor greedy lust, nor any ill to be, 
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Kave tho one ill of.‘ sinking, into nought, 

Baivislied from action find aot-shupiug thouglit. 

Ha was the sire of swift-transforming' skill, ^ 

Which arms for conquest man’s ambitions wnll ; . 
And round him gladly, as his hammer rung, 
fluthered tli.0 eldors and the growing young ; 

These handled vaguely and those plied the tools. 
Till, hapiiy ohanoo begetting oonsoious rules, 

The home of Cain with industry was rife. 

And glimpses of a strong persistent life, 

Panting through generations as ono breath, 

And filling with its soul the blank of doai.h. 

Jubal, too, watched the hammer, till liis eyes, 

Ko longer following its fall or rise, 

Boemed glad with something that they oonld not 
.. -^sbe, . ■ ■ . 

But only listened to — some molody, 

Wherein dumb longings inward speeoli had loiind, 
Won from the commofi store of struggling sounds 
Then, as the metal shapes more various grew, 

And, hurlod upon each other, resonance drew, 





Each gave novr tones, t.lio revelations dim 
Of some external soul that spoke ft>r Iniu : 

The liollow vessel’s clang, the clash, ilio boom, 

Like light that makes %vide spiritual room 
And skyey spaces in the spaceless thouglit. 

To Jubal such enlarged passion brought 
That love, hope, rage, and all experience, 

Were fused in vaster being, fetching thcnco 

Concords and discords, cadences and cries 

That seemed from some world - shrouded soul to 


move inti 




that burst the hounds of 


Then with such blissful trouble and glad 
For growth within unborn as mothers bei: 
To the far woods he wandered, listening, 
And heard the birds thoii’ little stories sii 


In notes whoso 


smiles, glances — that 
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M.'>re quickly tlu'cmgli our frame’s doep-wmifling- 

mgki:, 

And without; thoiTght raise thoTiglit’s host fi-uit, de- 

v: Ijglih 

Pondering, he sought his home again and heard 
The fluctuant changes of the spoken word : 

Tho deop remonstr.atico and the argued want, 
Insistent first in cloa<5 monotonous chant, 

Next leaping upward to defiant stand 
Or downward beating like the resolute hand ; 

The mother’s call, the children’s answering ciy, 

The laugh's light cataract tumbling from on higli ; 
The suasive repetitions Jahal taught, 

That timid browsing cattle homeward brought ; 

Tho cleaiwinged fugue of echoes vanishing ; 

And througli thorn all tho hammer’s rhytbraio ring. 
.Tubal sat lonely, all around was dim, 

Yet his face glowed with light revealed to him : 

For as the delicate stream of odour wakes 

The thouglit-wod sentience and some image makes 

From out ihe mingled fragments of the past, 

Finely compact in wholeness that will last, 
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So Rtreamed as from the body of each sound 
Subtler pulsations, swift afj warmth, which i'u 
All pi'isonocl gorms and all their powers unhi 
Till thought self-luminous flamed from momoi 
And in oreativo vision wandered free. 

Then Juhal, standing, rapturous arms upraise 
And on tho dark with eager eyes ho gazed, 
As had some manifested god been there. 

It was his thought he saw : the presence fair 
Of unachieved achievement, tho high task, 
Tho straggling unboni spirit l.hat doth ask 
With iiTosistiblo cry for blood and breath. 
Till feeding its groat lifo we sink in death. 


Ho said, “ Wore now those mighty tone,s and 
That from the giant soul of earth arise, 

Those gi'oans of some great travail hoard lion 
Some power at wrestle with the tilings that a 
Those sounds whioh vary with the varying ftr 
Of clay and metal, and in sightless swarm 
Fill the wide space with tremors : wore the, so 
To human voices with such passion fed 
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Aes does bill glimmer in onr common speech. 

But might flame ont in tones whose chtmgiug reach, 
Snrpaasing meagre need, informs the. sense 
With fuller union, finer difleronce-e- . \ . 

Wore tliis great vision, now olssouroly briglii; 

As morning- hills that melt in new-poured light. 
Wrought into solid form and living sound, 

Moving with ordered throb and sm-e rebound, 

Tlion Nay, I Jubal will that work begin I 

The generations of our race shall win 

New life, that grows from out the heart of this, 

As spring from winter, or as lovers’ bliss 
From out the dull unknown of nnwaked energies.” 


Thus he resolved, and in the soul-fod light 
Of coming ages waited through Iho night, 
Watching for that near dawn whose cliiUer ray 
Showed but the unchanged world of yesterday *, 
Where all the order of his dream divine 
Lay like Oly mpian forms within tlie mine ; 
Where fervour that could fill the earthly round 
With thronged joys of form-hogotton sound 
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Must shrink intonao within tho patient pow3i“ 

That lonely labours tlirongli the niggard ho nr. 

Such pationco have tho heroes who liogin, 

Sailing the first to lauds which othors win, 

Jubal must dare as groat beginners dare, 

Strike form’s first way in matter rude and bare, 

And, yeaaning vaguely toward the plenteous quire 
Of the world’s harvest, make one poor small lyre. 
Ho made it, and fi-om out its measured frame 
Drew the harmonic soul, whose answers came 
With guidance sweet and lessons of delight 
Teaching to ear and hand tho blissful Right, 

Where strictest law is gladness to tho sense 
And all desire bonds toward obodionce. 

Then Jnhal poured Ins triumph in a song — 

Tiro rapturous word that rapturous notes prolong 
As radiance streams from smallest things tliat burn, 
Or thought of loving into love doth turn. 

And still his lyre gave couq)amonship 
In sense-taught concert as of lip with lip. 

Alone amid the hills at first he tried 


Jl's viu^od yong ; tli«u witli arloring prido 
AikI bi'iJogrooui’fi joy at loading fbrtli Wb lo'ide, 

He said; “ This wonder winch my soul Iiatli 
, .found, ^ 

This lioavt of miiBio in the might of sound, 

Shall forthwitJi ho tho shtiro of all our raco 
.And like tho niorning gladden common space : 

Tlie song shall spread and swell as rivcis do, 

And I will teach our youth with skill to woo 
This living lyre, to know its secret will, 

Its fmo division of tho good and iU, ' 

So shall men call me sire of harmony, 

And whero gi'eat Song is, there my life siiiill he.’' 

Thus glorying as a god bonedoent, 

Forth from his solitary joy he went 
To bless mankind. It was at oveiiing, 

When shadov.-s lengthen Irom each westward tiling, 
IVhon imminence of change makes sense more fine 
And light seems holier in its grand docline. 

Tho fi'uit-trees wore their studded coronpl, 

Earth and her ehildron wore at festival, 
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Glowing as with ono Iioavt and one coiisouL — 
Thouglit, love, trees, rooks, in sweet warm radiance 
blent. 

The tribe of Cain was resting on tlio grivimd, 

The various ages wreathed in one broad ronncl 
Here lay, while children peeped o'er his litige thighs, 
The sinowy man embrowned by centuries ; 

Here the broad-bosomed mother of the strong 
Looked, like Domotor, placid o'er the throng 
Of yonng lithe forms whose rest was uiovoment 
too — 

Trioks, prattlo, nods, and laughs that lightly flow, 
And swayings as of flowcr-bocls whoro Love blow. 
For all had feasted well upon the flesh 
Of juicy fiaiits, on nuts, and honey fresh, 

And now their wino was healtli-brcd merrimout, 
Wlrioh through the generations circling wont, 
Leaving none sad, for even father Cain 
Smiled as a Titan might, despising pain. 

Jakd sat climbed on by a playful ring 
Of children, lambs and whelps, whose gambolling, 


Witli tiny lioofu, pav/s, hands, and dimpled feet, 
Made barks, bleats, langbg, in pretty Imbbub meet. 
But Tubal’s hammor rang from far away, 

Tubal alone would keep no holiday. 

His furnaoe must not slack for any feast, 

For of all hardslrip work ho corrntod least ; 

He scorned all rest but sleep, whore every dream 
Made his repose more potent action scorn. 

Yet with health’s nectar some strange thirst was 
blent, 

The fatofnl growth, the unnamed discontent. 

The inward shaping toward some unborn power, 
Some deopcr-breatliing act, the being’s flower. 

After all gestures, words, and speech of eyes. 

The soul had more to toll, and broke in sighs. 

Then from the east, with glory on his head 
Such as low-slanting beams on oom-waves spread. 
Came Jubal with his lyre : there ’mid the throng, 
Wlrcre the blank space was, poured a solemn song, 
Touching his lyre to full harmonic throb 
And measured pulse, with cadences that sob, 
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J'jxfilt ancl.oryj fliid Bearcli tlio inmost (leep 
WiiQi'e tlie dark sources' of new passion sleep. 

J(>y look the air, and took each breathing soul, 
Embraoing them in one euti-ancfid wliole, 

Yet thrilled each varying frame to various ends, 

As Spring new -waking through the creature 
‘ sends 

Or rage or tenderness ; more plenteous life 
Here brooding dread, and tliere a fiercer gtrife. 

Ho who had lived through twice three centuries, 
Whoso months monotonous, like trees on trees 
In hoary forests, stretched a backward maze, 
Dreamed himself dimly through the tiavollcd days 
: Till in clear light ho paused,: and felt the sixn 
That warmed him when ho was a little one ; 

Eolt that true heaven, the recovered past, 

The dear small Known amid the Unknowii vast, 

And in that heaven wept. But younger limbs 
Thrilled toward the future, that bright land which 
- swims 

In western glory, isles and streams and hays, 

Where hidden pleasures float in golden haze. 
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Aijil in all lliuso tljo rliytlujiio influence, 
iS\v( 36 );ly o’eroliai'ging’ tlio deli.ghteil sense, 

Elowed out in movemontej littlo" 'waves that spread 

EHlarging, till in 'tidal union led 

The youths and maidens both alike long-tressed, 

By graoo-infjpiring melody possessed, 

Rose in slow dance, with beauteous floating swerve 
Of limbs and hair, and many a melting curve 
Of ringkl feet swayed by each oloso-linked palm*. 
Tlion Juhal poured more rapture in his psalm, 

The danoQ fund music, rausio fired the daneo. 

The glow diffusive lit each countenance, 

Till all tlie gazing elders rose and stood 

With glad yet awful shock of that mysterious good. 

Even Tubal caught the sound, and wondering came, 
Urging his sooty hulk like smoke-'wiapt flame 
Till lie could see his brother with the lyre. 

The work for wdiioh ho lent his furnace-fire 
And diligent hammer, witting nought of this — ■ 

This power in metal shape which made strange 
bliss, ■ ' 


Ivutei'hig ■within him like a clroiim fnll-frani>iit 
With ne-w creations finiBliod in a tluraght. 

The sim iiad sunk, Initiinisic still was U lore, 

And when this ceased, still triumph Ixllod tlic 
air: 

It seemed the stars were shining with delight 
And that no night was over like this niglit. 

All clung with praise to Jnbal: some besought 
That ho would teach them his new skill; soziie 
caught, 

Swiftly as smiles are caught in looks that meet, 

The tone’s melodic change and rhythmic boat : 

’Twas easy following where invention trod — 

All eyes can see when light flows out from God. 

And thus did Jubal to his race reveal 
Slusio their larger soul, where woe and weal 
Filling the resonant chords, the song, the danco, 
Moved with a wider-wingild utterance. 

Now many a lyre was fashioned, many a song 
Eaised echoes new, old echoes to prolong, 


“ Hoaiing myself/’ lio said, “ hems in my life, 

And I will get me to some far-off land, 

Wliere higher monritains under heaven statid 
And touch the blue at rising of the stars, 

Wliose sniig they hoar whore no rough mingling 

The great clear voices. Such lands there must bo, 
Whore varying forms make varying symphony — 
■^Vliare other thunders roll amid the hills, 

Some mightier wind a mightier forest fills 
With other strains through othcr-shapen boughs ; 
Where bees and birds and beasts that hunt or browse 
Will teach mo songs I know not. Listening there, 
My life .shall grow like trees both tail and fair 
That rise and spread and bloom toward fuller fruit 
each year.” 

He took a raft, and travelled with the stream 
Southward for many a league, till he might doom 
He saw at last the pillars of the sky. 

Beholding mountains whose white majesty 
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Rucilietl thvaagh him as now awe, fuifl iiiude tan\' kong 
That swept with fTiHor wave ihc olumls alojig, 
Weighting his voice with Vloop rcsligioiw chimes, 

The iteration of slo w chant Bvihlinio. 

It was tho region long iuhahitecl 
By all the raco of Seth ; and Jiibal said : 

“ Hero have I found my thirsty soul’s desire, 
Eastward the hills touch heaven, and evening’s fire 
Flames through deep waters ; I will take my rest, 
And feed anew from my great mother’s breast, 

Tho sky-olasiicd Earth, whose voices ijuiliu’o me 
As tho flowers’ Bweetnoss doth the honey-bee.” 

He lingered rvandoring for many an ago, 

And, sowing music, made high lieriiago 
For generations far beyond the Flood— 

For the poor late-hogotteu human brood 
Bom to life’s weary brevity and perilous good. 

And evor as lie tmvolled he would climb 
The fardiest mountain, yot the heavenly clrimo, 

The mighty tolling of the far-off spheres 
Beating thou- pathway, never touched his oars. 
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BbI Tv’licreson’or ho roao iho hoavetis rose, 

And tlie far-g.'i.wiig mountain could disclose 
KougJit Inii a wider earth ; until one lioiglit 
Showed him tho ocean stretched in liquid light, 

And he ooidd hear its iimititudinous roar, 

Its plunge and hiss upon tho pebbled shore ; 

Then Jxiiial silent sat, and touched his lyrn no more. 

Ho thought, “ Tho wmrld is great, brxt I am weak. 
And where the sky bends is no solid peak 
To give mo footing, but instead, this main — 
Myi-iads of maddened horses thundering o’er the 
■ plain. 

New voices come to me where’er I roam. 

My heart too widens with its widening homo : 

But song grows weaker, and the heart must break 
For lack of voice, or fingers that can. wake 
Tho IjTc’s full answ'or ; nay, its chords were all 
Too f(3 w to meet the growing spirit’s calL 
The former songs seem little, yet no more 
Cau soul, hand, voice, with interclianging lore 


I 
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unto me 


feat, I hear oonfuBcjdly. 


No farther will I travel 


Will p(3iir my Btrains with all the early truth 
Which now abides not in my voice and liauds, 
Bnt only in tire soul, tho will that stands 
Helpless to move. My tribe remombering 
Will cry ‘Tis ho!’ and run to greet me, w 


The way was weary. Many a date-palm grow, 
And shook out clustered gold against the bine, 
Wliilo Jubal, guided )jy tho steadfast sphoros, 
Sought the dear homo of thoso first eager year? 
When, with fresh vision fed, tho fuller will 
Took living outward shai)0 in pliant skill ; 

For still he hoped to find tho former things, 
And tho warm gladness recognition In-inga. 
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Ilia fooi st, ops eri'Gfi among tlie mfizy wooife 
And long illusivo sameness of tlio floods. 

Winding and waudenngv Tlirougli far regions, 


BfcimigQ 

With Gentile homes and faces, did he range, 

And left liis ransic in. their memory. 

And loft at last, ivhon nouglit besides would free 
ITis homowa,rd stops from clinging hands and cries, 
The ancient lyre. And now in ignorant eyes 
Ho sign remained of Jnbal, Lamech’s son. 

That mortal frame wherein was first begun 
The immortal life of song. His withered brow 
Pressed over eyes that held no lightning- now. 

His loots streamed w'hiteness on the Irarrjing air, 
The unresting soul liad worn itself quite bare 
Of beauteous token, as tbo outworn might 
Of oaks slow dying, gaunt in summer’s light. 

His full deep voice toward thinnest treble ran ; 

He was tlio rune-TOit story of a man. 


And so at last he neared the well-knowiv land, 
Could see tho hills in ancient order stand 
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WitVi fi'iciidly laces whose familiar gaze 
Looked tlirongh the sunshine of his childish days ; 
Knew tho deep-shadowed folds of hanging woods, 
And seemed to see the self-same insect broods 
Wliii'ling and quivering o’er the flowers— to hoar 
The solf-saine cnolcoo making distance near. 

Yea, the dear Earth, with mother's constancy, 

Met and embraced him, and said, “ Thou art he I 
This %vas tliy cradle, hero my breast was thine, 
Where feeding, thou didst all thy life entwine 
With my sky-wedded life in heritage divine,” 

But wending ever tlirongh the watered plain, 

' Firm not to rest save in tho homo of Gain, 

He saw dread Change, with dubious face and cold’ 
That never kept a welcome for the old. 

Like some strange heir upon the hearth, arise 
Saying “ This homo is mine.” Ho thought his eyes 
Mookad all deep memories, as tilings now made, 
Usurping sense, make old things shrhik and fiide 
And seem ashamed to meet the staring day. 

His memory saw a small foot-trodden way. 



[Tif. -^■T-|-K3 r, biotifl far-strelobing pavmi i-oail 
lioi uv-iii'l wHk inaiiy a ai\d fair abode •, 
little, city that- oiice nestled low . 

As ijiiz/liig' giiiaps about somo oontral glow, 
iSpi’fead like a inuiTenviiig crowd o’er plain and sle 
Or )ii.oviBli;r huge in hoai-y-broaihing sleep. 

His iKisrt, grow faint, and tremblingly ho sank 
Close by the v.'ayEidc on a weed-grown bank, 

Mot far from wboro a now-raised temple stood, 
flliv-rnofiid, and flagrant with ■wrought cedar -n'ooc 
The morning sun was high; his raj’s foil hot 
On -ibis lw.p-cboscn, dusty, common spot, 

On the dry-withered grass and withered man : 
That wondrous frame wdiere melody began 
Lay as a tomb defaced that no eye cared to scan. 

.Pint while ho sank far music reached his oar. 
lie listened mil 11 wonder silenced fear 
And gladness wonder; for the broadening stream 
Of sound advi'incing was his early dream, 

Brougld. like fnllilrvient of forgotten prayer ; 

As if Ins Bonl, breathod out ■upon the air, 




Had lieid the jr^V3Biblf> seerlH of harmony 
Quink with the varioiia Btraiiia of life to be. 

He lietened: the swoet mingled differenoo 
With charm alternate took tho nieeting Roneo ; 
Then bursting like sonio shield-broad lily red, 
Snddeu and near tho trumpet’s notes onhsprend, 
And soon his eyes could see the metal flower, 
Shining upturned, out on the morning pour 
Its incense audible ; could see a train 
From out the street slow-winding on the plain 
AVith lyres and cymhids, flutes and psalteries, 
AYhile men, youths, maids, in concert sang to th 
With various throat, or in succossiou poured, 

Or in full volume mingled. But one word 
Ruled eiioh recurrent rise and answering fall, 

As when the multitudes adoring call 
On some great name divine, their common soul, 
The common need, love, joy, that knits thorn ir 
whole. 
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Ci-.:iii!ov of tlio quirn, tlie ftili-fi’anglit strain 
That gKitefiil rolled itself to him again.. / . 

Tlie aged man adiistnpon tlie banlr — ... 

Wioiri. no eye saw— at first witli .vaptnre drank 
The bliss of music, then, with swelling heart, 

Felt, this Was his o%vn being’s greater j>nrt, 

Tlie uni\'ersaljoy onoe born in him. 

But when tho train, with living face and lirnb 
And vocal breath, came nearer and more near. 

The longing grew that they abonld hold liim dear; 
Him, Lanieoh’s son, virhom all their fathers knew, 
The breathing Jubal — him, to whom tlioir love was 
due. ■ 

: All was forgotten btit the. bnniing need 
To claim his fuller self, to claim the deed 
That lived away from Mm, and gi-ew apart, 

Wliile he as from a totnh, with lonely lieai-t, 

Warmed by no mooting glance, no hand that pressed. 
Lay chill amid the life his life had Messed; 

What though his song shonld spread from man’s 
small race 

Out through tho myriad worlds that people space, 
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Arjil make tlie lieavons ono joy-cliffiminfi; qnii'o? — 
Htill ’mid tliai, vast would throb tlio keen desiro 
Of this poor aged flosh, this ovontkle, 

This tvviliglit soon in davkuoss to siibsidoj 
Tins little pulse of self ttiat, havitip; glowed 
Through thiioo tlneo contnrics, and cli\inoly sli’owod 
Tho light of music through tho vagno of sound, 
Afhed with its sraallpeas still in good that had no 
bound. 

For no oyo saw him, while with loving prido 
Each voice with oaoh in jn-aiso of.Tuhal vied. 

Must ho in conscious trance, dumb, Lolploas lio 
While all that ardent kindred passed him by? 

His flesh oried out to live with living; mon 
And join that soul which to tho inward ken 
Of all tho hymning train was present there. 

Strong passion’s daring sees not aught, io dnro: 

Tho frost-locked Btarlcnoss of his fraifio hnv-hc.nt, 

His voice’s penury of tones long spoilt, 

TTo felt, not; all his being leaped in flnmn 
To meot bis kindred as they onward camo 


B!!u-l-.«ning aiul wliceiing toward the tciin|ilo’f3 
' ■ &C0 . V ' .W: ■ 

ri(j nisLod huforo them to tJui glitterijig fipaoe, 
jind, with n. .strength diat was hut strong de-sire, 
Cried, I am Jnha], II.,. I wado the lyre ! ” 

TIio tones aioid a lake of silence foil 
Broken and slraincd, as it' a, feeble ))ell 
Had tunoless pealed the triumph of a land 
To listening crowds in expectation siianued. 
Suddon oamo showers of laughter on that lake ; 
They Biu’ead along tho Iniin from front to wako 
lu one groat storm of mevriment, whilo lio 
Slmink doubting whether ho eoirld Jubal be, 

And not a dream of thibal, whose rich vein 
Of passiuiialo music came with that di-eam-pain 
Wherein the sense slijjs ollT'i’om each lovod thing' 
And all n)ipoarauco is more vanishing. 

But ere tho lauglrter died from out 'the rear, 
Auger in front saw profanation near ; 

Jubal was but a name in each man’s faith 
For glorious powoi- untouched by that slow death 


Whioh creeps vviUi creeping' tiinu ; this too, i.lio 
spot, 

And this the (liiy, it must be crinit) to blot, 

Even witli. scoffliic; ;it a inadman’B lie : 

Jiibal was not a uauie to wed vvitl) jiiockory. 

Two rushed upon him : two, -the most devout 
In honour of groat Jubal, thrust him out, 

And beat him with thoir flutes. ’Twus little 
need; 

Ho strove not, cried not, hut -with tollering speed, 
Afi if tlio scorn and howls were driving wind 
That urged Ids body, serving so tho mind 
Which could but shrink and yearn, he sought tho 
screen 

Of thorny thickets, and thoi'o fell unseen, 

'J'lui immortal name of Jxd)iil filled tho sky, 

Wliilo Juhal lonely laid him down to die. 

U<3 said within bis soul, “ This is tho end : 

O’er all tho earth to where the hea vens bend 
And liem men’s travel, I have breathed my soul ; 

I lie here now the remnant of that whole, 
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The embers of a life, a lonely pain:; 

As iar-off rivers to my tbirst were vain, 

So of tny m:ighty years nongbt, comes to me 
again.' : 

“ is the (lay sinking,? Softest coolness springs 
From soinothing roniitl me: dewy sliiiJovvy wiugfs 
Enclose mo all around — no, not above — 
la moonlight tiiere? I see a face of love, 

Fair as sweet mnsio when iny heart was strong: 

Yea — art thou come again to me, great Song?” 

Tlie Ffwo bent over him like silver idght 
In long-remembered sumuiers ; that calm light 
Of days which shine in firmaments of thought. 

That past unchangeable, from changn still wrought. 
And gentlest tcmos were with the vision blent : 

He knew not if that gaze the mnsio sent, 

Or music that calm gaze : to hear, to see, 

Was but one undivided ecstasy : 

The raptured senses melted into one. 

And parting life a moment’s fi'oedom won 



and outoiyas a littlu oiiild 
t. bank and sooh l)bio lioiivoi 


J-lown in the vvatej-, anil Ibi’gets ilw liiub;- 
ihid Jaiovvotli nought Bavo tho bluu 1 


“ Jnbal,” tho faoo said, “ [ am thy lovtnl I'a.iil, 
Tho soul that makoB thee one li'om first to last. 

I am tho angel of thy life and death, 

Thy on threat hod being drawing its last bretuh. 
Am I not thine alone, a dear dead biido 
Wlio blest tliy lot above all nion’s boaidol’ 

Thy brido wbotu thou svoiildst novor ehaii,!',i;, 

. t,ake 

Any bride living, liir that, dead ono’s Bako? 

IVas 1 not all thy yearning and delight. 

Thy chosoii tioaroli, thy Bonwes’ beiiatoous Kighl,, 
Whieh still had been the hnngor of thy Irame 
In central heaven, hadst thou boon still tlie aniiu 
Wonldst thou have asked aught else from 


Whether with 



'J’lio growLh of song, and feol tlio swoot um-est 
Of tho world’s spring-lido in tliy conscious breast? 
No, thou liadst grasped tJiy lot with aU its 
''pain, 

Nor loosed it any painless lot to gain 
Whoj-6 music’s voice was silent; for Iby fate 
Was Iranian music's self incorporate ; 
lliy senses’ keenness and tby passionate si, rife 
Were flesh of /ar flesh and her womb of life. 

And greatly hast thou lived, for net alone 
Wnh hidden raptures were her secrets sliown, 
Iduricd within thee, as tho purple light 
Ot gems mai' sleep in solitary night; 

But thy expanding joy Avas still to give. 

And with the geiiorous air in song to live, 

D eeding tho Avave of ev'er-widening bliss 
Wiere followsliip moans otpial perfectness. 

And on tho mountains in thy wandering 
Ihy feet Avere beautiful as blossomed spring, 
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That turns tLs leafleKS wood to lovo’s glad 
homo, : 

For with thy coming Melody was eonio. 

This was thy lot, to fool j orcato, bestow, 

And that jmniDasnrablo life to Icuovv 

From w'hich tho fleshly seU' falls shrivellod, dead, 

A seed primeval that has forests bred. 

It is tho glory of the heritage 
Thy life has loft, that makes thy outcast ago : 
Thy limbs shall lie dark, tombless on this sod, 
]je(‘,iuis6 thou shiiKist in man’s soul, a god. 

Who found and gave now passion and now joy 
That nought but Earth’s destruction can dentroy. 
Thy gifts to give was Ihiue of men alone ; 

"Twas hut in giving that thou coukist atone 
For too mnoli wealth amid their 2 )ovGrty." — 

The words seemed melting into symjjhony, 

The wings upbore him, and the garing song 
Was floating him the heavenly space along', 
Wliere mighty harmonies all gently fell 
Throngh veiliug vastness, like the far-off boll, 

W‘ 
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'I’ill, ev(ir rmward tlirougU the clioi'al bhxe, 

He liearrl moi-e faintly and more faintly knew, 
Qiiitf.Itig rnortiilitv, a quonohecl sxm-wave, 

The All-croatiiig ifrcsonce for liis grave. 






AGATHA, 


OoinE with me to the mountain, not where ronirs 
Soar harsh above the troops of hmT_ying- pines, 

But where the earth spreads soft and rounded breasts 
To feed her children ; where the generous hills 
Lift a green isle betwixt the slcy and plain 
To keep some Old World things aloof from change. 
Here too ’tis hill and hollow : new-born atrcauis 
With sweet enforcement, joyously compelled 
Like laughing children, hurry down the sl.eeps, 

And make a dimpled chase athwart the stones ; , 

Pine woods are black upon the heights, the slopes 
Are green with pasture, and the boarded corn 


Fringes tbo Hue above tlio sncHon ridge ! 

A liltle world whose round Itorizon cuts 
This islo of hills wi th lieavon for a !-3fta, 

Savo in clear niDinoiits who) south west ward gl 
France by tho llhino, molting aiion to luiKO. 
The monies of old choso hero tiioir still n'lrail:, 
And called it. by tho ElesBod Virgin’s tiame, 
Sanotn Maria, wliioh tlio poasa)it’s trmgno, 
Spoaking- from out the paroiit’s heart thal liirns 
All loved things into little things, has ni!i,de 
Sanet Miiigon, — Ilol^^ little Mary, dear 
As all Iho swoot homo tilings she siniles upon, 
'riia ehildrou and tlie eows, tho a])p1c-ti'ei'M, 

Tlie cart, tho plough, all named with tliat care.'- 
Which feigns them lit, tie, easy to ho held, 
Familiar to the eyes and hand and lioart. 

^Vhat thongh a Qimcu? She puts hor ei 
away 

And with hor little Boy woai'S common clothes, 
daring for common wants, rcmcmbei ing 
Tliat. day when good Saint Jo.soph left his wm'li 
To maiTV her with humble trust eulilimo. 
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Tlio jiioiilTK avo gone, tlieir Rliarlovrs fall no moro 
Tall-frocke(l and cowled atliwait tlie evening flel 
Alf nnllang-dme ; tlioh- silent cwridora 
Are turned to homes of bare-armed, aproned men 
Who toil lor wife and cbildren. . But tlie bolls, 
Eefiling 071 liigli from two cpiaiiit convent towers 
Still ring the Catholic signals, summoning 
To grave rcnnemhranee of the larger life 
Tliat boars onr own, like perishable fruit 
TTjitin its beavon-wido bninebes. At tlieir sound 
The sliopherd boy far off upon the bill, 

Tlio workm-s with the saw and at the forge, 

The triple generation I'omid the hearth, — 
Grnndames and mothers and the flute-voiced girl 
ITall on tlieir knees and send forth pj'ayerful crio 
To the kind Mother with the little Boy, 

Wlio pleads for helpless men agiiinst tlie storm. 
Lightning and plagues and all terrilie shapes 
Of power Biipreme. 

Within the prettiest hollow of tliese hills, 
dust as yf)n enter it, upon the slope 
Btosuls a low cottage noighhbiirisd cheerily 
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lly rramiiijv water, whicli, at fiirtliest enrl 
Of t,lio Kiuno hollow, tnnis a heavy mill, 

And iunde the paMi.uro for the niillor’e c.owci. 

Dla.nclii and Niigoli, Veilohen it,nd tlio real;, 

MntronH with facet) as Griselda mild, 

Camitig at ca,ll. And on the hirthest heiglit 
A little tower looke out above the pines 
Where mounting you will find a sanol nnry 
Open and still ; without, the silent crowd 
Of heaven-planted, incense-miugliug flowers 5 
Witiiin, the altar wltere the Mother siis 
’Mid votive tablets hung from far-offyears 
By peasants succoured in i he peril of fire. 

Fever, or flood, who Ihoiig-ht that Mary’.s love, 
Willing but not oinnipotent, had stood 
Between their lives and that dread power wliieli sic 
Their neighbonr at their side. The chapel bell 
Will molt to gentlest mnsie ore it reach 
Tliat col t'ige on the slope, whoso garden gate 
Has eaiight the rose-tree boug-hs and stands ajar; 
So dees tho door, to let the siinbeanis in ; 

For in the slanting sunbeams angels emuo 
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And vifiif, wlio dwells within, — 

Old Agatha, whose cousins Kate and Nell 
Are hnusofl by her in Lovo and Duty'.s nriine, 
They being leelile, with small, witliered wits, 

And she believing that the higher gift 
Was given to be shared. So Agatha 
Sha t'es her ono room, all neat on afternoons, 

As if some memory wero sacred there 
And nverytliing within the four low walls 
An hone nrod relic. 

Ono long- summer’s day 
An angel entered at the roso-lnmg gate, 

With .skirta palo blue, a hrow to (jitench the pearl, 
Hair soft and blonde as infants’, plenteous 
As hors who made the wavy lengths once spoalr 
Tho gi-atefnl worship of a rowoued soul. 

The augel paused before the open door 
To give good day. “ Como in," said Agatha. 

I followed close, and watched and listened there. 
The ani'V'l was a lady, noble, young. 

Taught in all seemliuess that fits a court, 

All loro that, shapes tho mind, to delicate uao, 


Moin ciillocl hor OoinitesB Linda ; lii Uo girlH 
Jn Fi'oi)>nifj town, oipliana wliuin slio cavoss^d, 
Said Mamina Linda : yot hei’ yeara worn low, 

Uar outward boantios all in budding 1,iivie, 

Her virtues tlie aroma of tlio plant 

That dwells in all its being, root, stem, leaf, 

And waits not riponoBS, 

. “ Sit,” said Agatha. 

Her consina wore at work in iioiglibonring bnuios 
But yet sbo was not lonely; all thing's round 
Seemed filled with noiseless yot responsive life. 
As of a child at broast that gently clings : 

Mot sunlight only or the breathing flowers 
Or the swift shadows of tho birds and boos, 

But all the household goods, which, polished fair 
By hands that cherished them for service, done. 
Shone as with glad content. Tho wooden beauiB 
Bark and yet friendly, easy to be reached, 

Bore three white crosses for a speaking sign ; 
The walls had little pictures hung a-row, 


Telling’ Iho Rt.orios of Bainl Ursula, 

And 8iiint Elisiaboth, tlio lowly queen ; 

And on tlie bench that served for table too, : 
Slrirting the wall to save tlio narrow space, 

There lay the Catholic boohs, inherited 
From thoEie old times when printing still was 
. young 

With stout-limbed promise, like a sturdy boy. 

And in the farthest comer stood the bed 
Where o’er the irillow hung two pictures 'wreathed 
With fresh-plucked ivy: one the Virgin’s death, 
And one her flowering tomb, while high above 
She smiling bends and lets her girfUo down 
For ladder to the soeJL that cannot trust 
In life which outlasts burial. Agatha 
Sat at her knitting, aged, upright, slim, 

And spoke her welcome with mild dignity. 

She kept the company of kings and queens 
And mitred saints -who sat below the feet 
Of Francis with the ragged frock and wounds ; 
And Hank for her meant Duty, various, 

Yot equal in its worth, done worthily. 
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Cloluiiiand was sorvicG ; Inirnblost tiovvioo dirtiu 
By and disocrninsv aouls waB ylnry. 

IVair CouirteBS Linda sal, upon tlio lieiion, 

OloBO iiojiring,' tlio old Lnitlar, and llioy Uilkod 
Widraiveet ajitipliouy of young' and old. 

Agatha. 

Yon liko our valley, lady? I am glad 

You tliouglit it well to oomo again. Bui. roal — 

The walk is long from Ma.si,ur 'l\lioliaor« inn. 

t)oUNT1''.a.'i ijINOA. 

Yes, but no walk ia ju'oU.ior. 

Agatha. 

It: ia trues ■ 

Tbfii’o lacka no blussing lioro, tbo waluj's all 
Havo vii'tuoB like the ga)')i)oiitB of tlm l.ord, 

And heal muoh sioknuBs; than, tlio cropa rind oows 
!''Lou)iBh past apcaking, and tlio gardou flowers, 
Pink, blue, and piiiplo, 'tis a joy to ace 
Horv they yield honey for the Ringing bouK. 

I would the whole world wore as good a homo. 


Ajit'l you iU'(i woll oOj yoiu- li-iumJs 

Left: you ii cortaii'i bread : ia it not ao? ■ 

Agatha, 

iTot so at all, dear lady. 1 had nonf^Iit, 

Was a, poor orphan ; but I came to tend 
Here in I his houso, an old atUiotcd pair, 

Who wore out slowly ; and tlm last wlio died. 
Full thirty years ago, left mo this roof 
And aD the household stuff. It was gauat wt 
And so I hud a homo for Kale and Hull. 

Countess Linoa. 

Bui. how, theji, have you earned your daily bi 
Those thirty yews? 

Agatita. 

0, that is easy earning'. 
Wo help the neighhours, and our bit and sup 
Is ne ver failing : tliey have work for us 



AGATHA. 


in liouHo and field, all sortH of odds and eiwlB, 
Patching and mending, turning o’er the hay, 

Holding tuck children, — there ia always worlc 5 
And they are very good,— the neighbourB arc ; 
Weigh not our bits of work with weight and Bcalo, 
But glad themselves wMi giving us good shares 
Of meat and drink ; and in the big fann-house 
When cloth comes homo from weaving, the good wife 
Outs me a piece, — this very gown, — and says*. 

“ Here, Agatha, you old maid, you have time 
To pray for Hans wlio is gone soldiering : 

The saints might help him, and they have muci) 
to do, 

'Twero well they were besongiit to tliiuk of him.’’ 
She spoke half jesting, but I pray, 1 pray 
For poor young Hans. I take it muuh to heart 
That other people are worse off than I, — 

I ease my soul with praying for thorn all. 

Countess Linda. 

That is your way of singing, Agatha ; 

Just as the 'nightingales poui' Ibrth sad songs. 


.'iCfATlIA. 



meii'£5 iieai'KS 


Agatha. 


Nay, I cannot sing : 

Mj- voice is lioarse, and oft I think my prayers 
Are foolisli, feeble things'; for Christ is good 
IVhothor I pray or not, — the Virgin’s heart 
Is kinder far than mine ; and then I stop 
And feel I can do nongdit towards helping men, 
Till out it comes, like tears that will not hold, 
And I must pray again for all the w'orld. 

’Tis good to me, — I mean the ncighbouis are : 
To Kate and Noll too. I have money saved 
To go on pilgiimage the second time. 


And do you mean to go on pilgrimage 
VVitli all your years to carry, Agatha? 


AGATHA. 
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Gan go and pray for othora svl)o mnsft work. 

I owe it to all ivftigKbouvs, yonng and old-, 

For tlicy aro good past thinking, — la(hi and girti) 
Given to nvieohief, nieny nanglitiiiosfj, 

Quiet it, aa tho hedgehogs smootli their spines, 

For fear of hurting poor old Agatha. 

’Tia pretty: why, the chonibs in the sky 
Look young and merry, and tho angels play 
On cithems, lutes, and all sweet instramonts. 

I would have young things merry. See tho Lord ! 
A little baby playing with the birds ; 

And how tho Blessed Mother smiles at liim. 

Countess Iunda. 

I think you arc too happy, Agatha, 

To oaro for heaven. Earth contents you well. 

AoATnA. 

Nay, nay, I shall bo called, and T sludl go 
Eight willingly. I shall got helpless, blind, 

Bo like an old staUc to bo pluckedl away : 


AGATHA, 


’Tif! I101T1P ])f'yond 11 \e grave, the most are thei 
All those we p.my to, all the Chureh’s liglifs,- 
And poor old souls are vvelcoiiie in their rags: 
One sees it by the picturoa. Good Saint Ami 
The Virgin's mother, slio is very old. 

And had her troubles with her husband too. 
Poor Kate and Nell are younger far than I, 
But lliey will have tljia roof to cover them, 

I sliall go willingly; and rvillingruiss 
Malfos tlie yoke easy and the burden light. 

Countess Liwoa. 

Wlien you go southward in your pilgi-unage. 
Come to see me in Freiburg, Agatha. 

\VTri0re you have friends you should not go to 

Agatha. 

Tea, I will gladly coino to see you, lady. 

And YOU will give me sweet hay for a bed, 
And in the morning I shall wake betimes 
And start w'hen all the birds begin to sing. 



AGATHA. 


CouNTO,'!.'! Linda. 

You AVO.ar .your smarl; oloUioa on 1.1m iiilg-i-iiuiiy 
Hiioh pretty , olotlms m all tlio women here 
Keep liy them for their heat ; a valvot. cap 
And collar goldon-broidored? Tliey look well 
On old and young alike. 

Agatha. 

Kay, I have none, - 
Never had hotter clothes than the.se yon see. 
Good clothes a, VO pretty, hnt one sees them be 
When others wear them, n,nd I somohow llioii 
’Twas not worth while. T had so many Ihing 
More than some neighbours, I was partly shy 
Of wearing hotter clothos than they, and now 
1 am so old and custom is so strong 
’Twoiild hurt nic sore to put on finery. 

C011NTES.S Linda. 

Yonr grey hair is a crown, dear Agatha. 

8hake hands ; gnod-hyo. The sun is going di 
And J. must see the glory from the hill. 



AGATHA. 


i sliiyed otuiiug those hills ; and oft heard moi 
OfAyatha. 1 liked to hear her name, ‘ 

-As Uiat of one half graudame and half saint, 
Uttered with reverent playfulness. The lads 
And younger men all called her mother, aunt, 

Or gj-auny, with their pet diminutives, 

And liado their lasses and their brides behave 
Eight well to one who surely made a link 
’Tw'ixt faulty folk and God by loving both : 

Not one hut counted service done by her, 

Asking no pay save just her daily broad. 

A.t feasts and weddings, when they passed in gi-o 
Along the vale, and the good country wine, 
Being vocal in them, made them quire along 
In rpiaintly mingled mirth and piety, 

I'liey fain must jest and play some friendly triok 
On three old maids ; but when the moment came 
Always they bated breath and made their sport 
Gentle as feather-stroke, that Agatha 
Might like tins waking for the love it showed. 
'I’heir song m.ado liapnv music ’mid the hills. 



04 . : 


A(3A.THA. 


And poot Hans, the tailor, wrote them songs 
'Pliat grew froin rmt (heir life, as croonseii 
From out tlie meadow’s moistness. ’Twas liia sor 
'i'iioy oft sang, -vvonding Iiomeward from a foaat, — 
'I'lio song I give you. It brings in, you see, 

'riieir gentle josling with the throe old uiaidti. 

Midnigl it by the chapel bell ! 

Hovuivwiird, homeward all, farewell ! 

I with yon, and you with mo, 

Miles are short witli company. 

Heart of Mary, blesn the. way. 

Keep us all by niylit ami day! 

Moon and stars at feast with night 
Now have dmnk their till of light, 
riome they hurry, making time 
Trot apace, like merry ilivaie. 

Heart of Mary, mystic, rose.. 

Send us all a sweet repose. I 


fon-ittly tlirongh tlie Wood hill, 
linn tiil you can lioai- the mi]]. 

Toni’s ghofit is wandenng- now, 
iShapud just lilce a snow- white cow. 
Uuurf, of Man/, monihu/ s/m', 
Ward off dmg&r^ near or fur! 

Toni’s waggon with its load 
Fell and crushed him in tJio road 
'Twixt these pine-ti-oes. Never foar J 
Sivo a neighbour’s ghost good clieer. 
TMy Bale, our God and Brother, 
Bind IIS fast to one another! 

lark I the mill is at its work, 
iowwo pass beyond the imuk 
b tho hollow, whore tho moon 
lakes Imr silvery aftiernoon. 

Good iiainl Joseph, faiikful spouse, 
Belp iis all to keen our nmm t 
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AGATH&. 


Hero Iho tJu-o^ old raaidens dwelt, 
Agatha and Kate and Noll ; 

ESeo, the moon shinoH on tlm thai uh, 
We will go and shake the laUdi. 
Heart of Mary, m.p oj joy, 
Give us mirth without, albo) > 


Hush, ’tis here, no noise, sing low, 
Itap with gentle knuckles— so ! 

Like the little tapping birds. 

On the door ; then sing good words. 
Meeh Saint Anna, old and fair, 
Hallow all the snow-white hair S 

Little maidens old, swoet dveaniR ! 
Sleep ono sleep till morning heanis. 
Mothers ye, who help ns all, 

Qnielc at hand, if ill hefaU. 

Holy Gahrid, lily-laden, 

Bless the ar/ed mother-waiden I 


E'.ii'warcl, mount the broad liillsido 
Swift as sbhiiovB when they ride. 

See the two towers how they peep, ■ 
Kouiid-oapped giants, o’er the steep. 

Heart of Mari/, hy thy sorrow, 

Keep us upright through the morrow I 

Kow they rise quite suddenly 
Like a man from bended knee, 

Now Saint MUrgen is in sight, 

Hero tho roads hranoh off — good night 1 
Heart of Mary, by thy grace. 

Give m with the saints a place! 






A &ahti at wUh lamps and ornummltal with (jnm 
plants. An open piano, with many scattered sheets 
of music. Bronze lusts of Beethoven and Gluck on 
pillars opposite each other. A small table spread 
■with supper. To FuAUi.Kttf WALPiriiGA, w?io ad- 
vances icitk a sliffht lameness of gait from an adjoin- 
ing room, enters Giiap DoKNiiEiiG at the opposite 


WaU’I 


1 feared yonv misRiou kepi you still, at Piiigue, 

Gbaf. 

But now (xii’ived 1 You see ray travolliug dross, 

I hunied from the panting, roaring steam 

Like any courier of embassy 

Who hides the fiends of war witliin his l)ag. 

W'aij’urga. 

Ton know that Ai’rngart sings to-night ? 

Ghaf. 

. Has sung I 

'Tia close on half-past nine. The Orpheus 
Lasts not so long. Hor spirits — were they high? 
Was Leo coniidojift? 



ABMGABT. 


Walpxjega. 

Ho (bjIv irared 

Sumo temeiieSB at bogirmiiig'. Let tlie lioiise 
Once ringv he Maid, witli plaudits, slie is safe. 

fiHA®'. 

And Ainigurt ? 

Waij'ijuga. 

She was stiller tlinu her wont. 
But once, at some such trivial word of mine. 

As that the higliest in-ize might yet be won 
By her who took the second — she was roused. 
“For me,” she said, “I triumph or I fail. 

I never strove for any second prize.” 

Ghaf. ■ 

Boor human-hearted singing-bird f She Ijoars 
C.^osar’s amhition in her delicate breast, 

And nought to suil it with hut quivering song I 



Ali-MGAIIX. 


Wai t'ukga. 

I lind not for the woild been tlioi’e to-niglvfc ; 
Unreasonable dread oft cliilla mo more 

Titan any rocasouable hop© can vviim. 

Gkait. 

Yon have a rave afteotion for yoitr cousin 5 
As tender as a sister’s. 

; . WAIA’OnOA. 

Nay, I fear 

My love is litlle more than what I felt 
For happy stories when I was a child. 

She lills my life that would bo empty else, 
And lifts my nought to value by her siUe, 

Graf. 

She is reason good enough, or seems to ho, 
Wliy all were born whose being ministers 
To her completeness. Is it mostdier voico 
Subdues us ? or her instinct exquisite, 


AUMGART, 
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LufWmiiiuj:' each old strain with some now grace 
Wlrioii taJres our sense like any natiii’al good? 
Or moat her spiritual energy 
TiiCit fiweeps ris in the current olMicr song? 


Waupurga. 


1 know not. Losing either, wo should lose 
Tliat whole we call our Arrngart. For herself, 

She often wonders what her life hud been 
Without that voice for channel to her soul. 

She says, it must have leaped through all her 
limbs- — 

Ufade her a Mmiiad — made her simtch ;i brand 
And fire some forest, tliat her rage might mount 
in crashing roaring flames through half a land. 
Leaving her still and patient for a while. 

“ Poor wretch 1 ” she says, of any mui-deress — 

“ The world 


was cruel, and she could not 
sing: , . 

I carry my revenges in my throat ; 

I love in singing, and am loved again.” 


7i) A.TIT.IOA.KT. 

Graf. 

Mora mood ! I cannot yet boliove i1: moto. 

Too much ambition has unwomaned !i or ; 

But only for a Avhilo. Her nature hides 
One half its treasures by its very wealth, 

T'axing’ the hours to show it. 

WALPUIiaA. 

Haiii: ! she comes. 
M’nter Leo with a wreath in his hand, holding the door 
open /(»’ AuMctART, loho loeare a furred mantle and 
hood, hike is followed hy her maid, carrying an- 
armful of bouquets. 

• Leo. 

Pkoe for the queen of song 1 : ; 

Geaf {advancing towards ARAfOART, who throws off 
her hood arid manile, and shows a star of brilliants 
in her hair). 


A. triumph, then. 



AKMGAET. 


I’ljii v.’ill not bto a niggard of yotii* joy 
And chide the eageraesH that came to share it. 

Akmgakt, ■ 

0 kind ! yon hastened yonr return for me. 

1 would you had been there to liear me sing ! 
Walpnrga, kiss me : never tremble more 

Lest Anngart’s wing should fail her. She lias 
found 

This night the region where her rapture broalhes- 
Pouving her passion on the air made live 
With human heart-throbs. Toll tliem, Leo, tell them 
How I outsang your hope and made you cay 
Because Gluck could not hear me. That was folly ! 
Ho sang, not listened : every linked note 
Was his immortal pulse th.at stirred in mine, 

And all my gladness is but part of him. 

Give me the wreath. 

[She croivne the bust of Gnucic. 

Leo (sanlonically). 

Ay, ay, but mark you this •. 


ARMOART. 


rs 

Ghap. 

?<rtii'y moofl ! I cannot yet believe it moro^ 

Too miKilk ambition lias nnwomaiied Lor; 

But only for a v/liile. Hor nature bides 
One half its treasures by its very wealth, 

Taxing the hours to show it, 

Walpukga. 

Hark! she comes,. 
Enter Leo loith a wreath in his hand, holding the door 
open for AitMOAiii’, who tviiars a furred mantle and 
hood. She is followed hy her maid, carrying an 
armful of bouquets. , - 

Leo. 

Place for the queen of song 1 

OiiAF {advancing towards Akmgart, who throws off 
her hood mid mantle, and shows a star of hriUiants 
in her hab'). 


A triumph, then. 


• AKMOAKT. 
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iou will not he a niggard of your joy 
And ohide iho eagerness that came to share it. 

AEMdAIlT. 

0 kind S yon haBtened y onr return for me. 

1 would you had been there to hoar me sing!. 
Walpiirga, kiss me : never tremble more 

liOSt Ar'mgart’s wing should hdl her. She has 
found 

This night the region where her rapture breathes— 
Pouring her passion on the air made live 
With human heart-throbs. Tell tlicm, Lno, tell them 
How I outsang your hope and made you cry 
Bfjeause Gluok could not liear me. That was folly 1 
He sang, not listened ; every linked note 
Was his immortal pulse that stirred in mine, 

And all my gladness is but part of him. 

Give me the wreath. 

[/S7ie crenons the bust (/Gr.ucK. 


(sardonimlly). 



It was not parfc of him — that trill you 
In spite of mo and reason 1 


Akmgart, 


Dear Leo, yon wore wi-ong- : the 
An if a Htoi-ni were liatoiiiug wilt 


And hushed its thunder. 


Will you ask the house 
To teach you singing ? Quit, your Orpheus th<‘n, 
And sing in farces giwvn to operas, 

Wliere all the prurience of the full-fed mob 
Is tickled with melodic impudence ; 

Jerk forth burlesque bravuras, square your arms 
Akimbo -with a tavern wench’s grace, 

And set the splendid compass of your voice 
To lyric jigs. Go to 1 I thought you meant 
To he an artist — lift; your audience 
To see your vision, not trick forth a show 
To please the grossest taste of grossest rminherH. 


AEMGAET. 


■'fS 

Arwiakt {iahntj up Lko’s hand, and kissing it). 
Pfeu'floii, good Leo, I am penitent. 

I will do penance: sing a linridred 'trills 
Into a deep-d'ug grave, then borying' tlicm 
As one did Midas’ secret, rid mys(?lf 
(Ifnauglity exnltatioii. 0 I trilled 
At nature’s promjiting, like the iiiglitmg.ales, 

(:!f> seold thorn, doarest Leo, 

Leo. 

I stop my oars, 

Matare in Ctluck inspiring Orrdious, 

Has done with nightingales. Are bird-hoakB lips ? 

GliAP. • 

Truce to rebnkes ! Tell tie — who were not lliero — 
The double drama : how the expectant house 
Took the first; notoa. 

WAUM'noA [tvnihu) frfnn her ocaipation of deeh'ng file 
room with the flowers). 

Yok, tell us all, dear Aiingart, 


Did you feel tremors ? Loo, liow did sl\e loult ? 
Was tlicro a cheer to greet her ? 

■■■Luo.".. ' 

Not a sound. : 

She walked like Oiidieiis in his solitude, 

And seemed to see nought but what no man saw, 
’Twas famous. Not the Sohroednr-'Derrient 
Had done it better. But your blessed publio 
Had never auy judgment in cold blood— - 
Thinks all perhaps were hotter otherwise, 

Till rapture brings a reason. 

Aumgart (acornfuU^). 

I knew that! : - ^ 

Tho women whispered, “ Not a pretty face ! ” 
The men, “Well, well, a goodly length of limb; 
She bears the chiton.’’— It were all the same 
Were I the Virgin Mother and my stage 
The opening lieavens at the Judgment-day ; 
Gossips would peep, jog elbows, rate tho price 
Of such a woman in the social mart. 



ABMCtART, 


ilVhat wero tlio (Irama of the world to thom, ' 
tLoj7 felt the hell-iivong ? 

Leo. 

Peaw, now, peaci! ! 

I hato mj phrafiGs to he smothered o’er 
Wirh Bauce of piirapliraso, ray sober tune 
Miido Lass to rambiinf;- trebles, showeriiift- down. 

In endless ,demi-Hemi-(:|uavoi's. 

AnsroART [taldng a Im-lon from Vie liwle, upYiffing 
it hefore putting it into her mouth, and turning 
amig),. 

Mura J 

Gear 

Yea, tell ns all the glory, leave the blame. 

WAnPUROA. 

Yon first, dear Leo — what yon saw and lieard ; 

Then Anugart — she wnst tell ue what she felt 
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ASMGART, 



Well ! The first notes came cleai*ly firmly forlhc 
And I was easy, lor behind those rills 
I'know there was a foniitain. I could see 
The house was breathing gently, bonds were st.lll ; 
Parrot opinion was straclc meekly mute, 

And human hearts were swelling. Armgart 
stood 

As if she had been new-created there 
And found her -voice which found a melody. 

The minx ! Gluck had not written, nor I taught : 
Orpheus W'as Armgart, Armgart Ortfiieus. 

Well, well, all through the scena I could feel ’ ^ 

The silence ti'omhle now, now poise itself 
With added weight of feeling, till at last 
Delight o’er-toppled it. The final note 
Had happy drowning in the unloosed roar 
That surged and ebbed and ever surged again, 

Till expectation kept it pent awdiile 

Ere Orpheus returned. Pfui ! He was clianged,.* 

My demi-god was pale, liad downcast eyes 


AKMGAET. 
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{(idmnmig, hut then turning aimg, 
to check her speech). 


fit tlieir spousals. 


Ay, rnylarly, 

Tliat inomoiit wUl not corao a^aiu ; applause 
May come and plenty] but the first, fost draught! 


Music has sounds for it— I Icnow no words 
I felt it once myself when they performed 
My overture to Sintraiu. Well I ’tis si ran. 
We know not pain from pleasm-e in such jc 


JcumuKV {turning quicklg). 

Oh, jileasuro has cramped dwelling in o 


AKMGAIiT. 


fi4 

when full Being comes musl. call on pain 
To land it libeml space. ; . 

Wali-urga. 

I hope tlio house : 

Kept a reserve of plaudits : I am jealous 
Lest they liad didled thoniselves for coming good 
That should have seemed the better and the 
best. 

Leo, 

No, ’twas a revel where they had but quaffed 
Their opening cup. ^ I thanlc the artist’s star, • 
His audience keeps not sober: once afire. 

They flame towards climax, though his merit hold 
But fairly oven. 


Armgakt (/ier hand on liEo’s arm). 


AEMGA-BT. 


'['o iiitc ,iu(J ;^To\v] ut* Why, you sniM yoiii'sclf, 

L’i>cli time J fcrmg, it seemed new doors were oped 
That you iTiiglit Iioar Ireaven oloaror. . 

Leo {skahing his fmget^. 

I wuB raving. 

AltMGAnT. 

I am not gitij with that mean vanity 
Wldoh knows no good beyond its ajii^ctito . 

Full feasting upon praiMo ! I am only glad, 

'^eing praised for what i know is worth the iiraiso 
Glad of the proof that I mywolf have part 
In what I wm'ship 1 At the last applause— 
Seeming a i-oar of tropic winds that tossed 
The handkerchiefs and inany-oolonred flowers. 
Falling lilce shattered rainbows all around — 

Think you 1 felt myself a prima donna ? 

No, but a happy spiritual star 
Such as old Dante saw, wrought in a rose 
Of light in Paradise, whose only self 
Was cousoiousuess of glory wide-diffused, 


Music, life, power — I moving in tb.o midst 
With a sublime necessity of good. 

Lt 30 [with a shrurj). 

I thought it was a jpraia oEime 

Wiitliin the side-scenes ; ay, and sho was proud 
To find the bouquet from the royal box 
Enclosod a jowol-oaso, and proud to wear 
A star of brilliants, quite an earthly star, 

Valued by thalers. Gome, my lady, own 
Ambition has five senses, and a self 
That gives it good warm lodging when it sinks 
Plump down from ecstasy. ' 

Aumgart. 

Owuit? why not? 

Am T a sage whose words must fall like seed 
Silently buried toward a far-off spring? 

I sing to living men and my effect 

Is like the summer’s sun, that ripens corn 

Or now or never. If the world brings me gifts. 


AUMGAR’l’. 


Tli:),! T liave Htirrecl it uH’tlie liigli year wtira 
Beibve 1 i-iiiik.to winter, 

Gmvi'’. 

iScstasios 

Are sliort— tnost happily I We siioiild but lose 
Win-e Annyart Ixa-iie too commonly ami long 
Out of the self that eharins us. Could I choose, 
She wore losn apt to soar beyond the roacli 
Of woman’s foibles, innocent vanities. 

Fondness for trifles like that pretiy star 
’Twinkling beside her cloud of ebon hain 

AiiJiGAii'r {takiny out tlw gem and looking a!, it). 
This little star ! I would it were the seed 
Of a whole Milky Way, if such briglit sliinimer 
Were the sole aifccch men told their rapture with 
At Armgart’s music. Shall I turn aside 
From splendours which flash out the glow I make, 
And live to inake^ in all the chosen breasts 
Of half a Continent? No, may it come, 

That splendour I May tlie day bo near when men 


illUiaAIlT. 


'f'liiuk inucli to lot my liorsoa draw me houip, 
And new lands weloomo ino' upon their boafli, 
Loving' 1(10 for my fame. That is tlie truth 
Of what I wish, nay, yearn for, Hhall i lie V 
P.wtGiid t;o seek obsaurity- — to sin 
In liopo of disrogard? A vile in’oteuoe I 
And blasjihomy bosidGS. For what is ikuio 
But the benignant strength of Ono, transformed 
To joy of Many ? Tribiites, plaudits come . 

As necessary breathing of such joy ; 

And may they come to me ! 

Guai!'. 

The auguries . 

Point clearly tliat way. Is it no odence 
To wish the eagle’s wing may find repose, 

As feebler wings do, in a quiet nest? 

Or has the tasto of fanio already turned 
The Woman to a Muse . , , 

Leo (yoiny to the taJAc). 


Who needs no sujiper. 


AKMOA.KT. 


T l>(-r pi iofjfc, )'Gfvcly to eat her share 
Of good Waipiu'ga’s oflerings. 


Armg-art, come. 


Graf, will you come ? 


• ■Gkap. 

Thanks, 1 play truant hero, 
And must retriev<3 my sell-indulged delay. 

But; will the Muse receive a votary 
At any hour to-moiTow? 


Av;;.::: Armoaut. 

Any hour 

After rehoarisal, iifter twelve ai; noon. 
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SOENE II. 

The seme Sahn, morning. Armciart seated, in her 
bonnet and walking dress. The Gj:ap standing 
near her against the -piano.. 

Qrar 

Artngarf;, to many inimlH the firat sikscoss 
la roason for doniating. 1 liavo known 
A man so versatile, lie tried all arts, 

I’ut wlion in each hj turns ko had aohievod 
Just so much mastery as made nioii say, 

“ ilo could bo king here if ho would," ho throw 
The laudod skill aside. Ue hates, said one, 

The level of achiovod pro-ominenco, 

Ho must bo <5oncpiering still ; but othors said-^:-^ 


AKMGAKT. 


AuM(3AKT. 

‘File trutl), I liopti : lie had a. moag-ro soul, . 

'Holding no depth where love conld root itself. 
“Gould if he 'would?” dl’rae greatness ever wills- 
it lives in wholeueBS if it live at all, 

And all its strength is knit with constancy. 

Gkaf. 

He tiaed to say himself lie was too sane 
To give his life away for oxcellenco 
Which yet must stand, an ivory fitatuotto 
Wrought to perfection through long lonely years, 
Huddled in the mart of mediocrities. 

He said, the very finest doing wins 
Tlio admiring only ; but to leave rindone, 

Promise and not fulfil, like buried youth, 

Wins all iho emdmis, makes thorn sigh your name 
As that fair Absent, blameless Possible, 

Wliich could aloi o inipassion thorn ; and thus, 
Sereno negation has free gift of all, 
ihuUing achiovoinent struggles, is denied, 



Or win'-i lo loco aftiiin, Wliat uay you, i\nuQ:a 
Truf,l) liiis rough flavours if wo bilo il, through 
I ihiuk tliiB saroaBJu oauio from out ita core 
Of bitter irouyi 



It is the truth 

Moan souls soleot to fooil upon. Wliat thon? 
Thoir iiieaniieBs is a truth, which I will spurn. 
Tho praiso I seek lives not in <'tivioiin breath 
Using my nnino to blight another’s Joed. 

I sing for lovo of song and that renown 
Which is the spreading .aet, t lio world-wide sli 
Of good that r was born witli. Had f failed— 
Weil, that had boon a truth mosi, pitiable 
[ cannot Ijoar to think wliat hfo would be 
With higli. hope shrunk to enduranco, stimtod 
Like broken knees gi'ound to eating-knivos, 

A self sunk down to look witli love! eyes 
At low aohievement, doomed from day to day 
To distasto of its consoiousiiess. But 1— - - 
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Giuap. 

Have won, not lost, in 3 ’'om’ decisive throw. 

And 1 too gioiy in this issue; jret, . . 

The piihlio vordiot has no potency 
To sway luy judgment of what Anngart is ; 

My pure deligiit in iior wonld bo but sulliod, 

If it o’erflowed with mixture of men’s praise. 

A,nd had she failed, I should have said, “The peaid 
.Remains a pearl for mo, reflects the light 
With the same fitness that first charmed my gaze— 
Is worth as fine a setting now as then.” 

Armoaut (m«hy). 

Oh, j'ou are good ! Bnt whj" will you rehearse 
The talk of cynics, who with insect eyes 
Exiilorc the secrets of the rubbish-heap? 

I hato .your epigrams and pointed saws 
Whose narrow trntli is but Ts'oad falsity. 

Confess your friend was shallow. 


«4; 


AKMGAUT. 


Life IB not roiiDckd in an opigram, ' 

.And Haying tuigiii;, wo loav.o a. world unnaid. . ■ ; 

I quoted, morcdy to shape forth tny thought 
'I’hal; Iiig’h HiKiOGsa lias terrora when aohioA'od— 
Like protoriiatural spouses whoso dim love 
liaugs poriloua on slight obsorvancos : 

AVhcm'e it wore possiblo that Armgart crownod 
Might Uu'ii and listen to a ploadiug voice, 

Though Armgart striving in the race %vas deaf. 

You said you dared not think what life had boon 
Without tho stamp of einiuon(3() ; have you tliouglil; 
How you will hoar the poise of ouimouoo 
With di'<iad of sliding? Paint tho futiivo out 
As an unoheokod and glorious caroor, 

’Twill grow more strmmons by tho very love 
You boar to Dxooncnoo, tlio very fate 
Of human ])Owc'rs, which tread at every step 
On possible verges. 

Aumomit. 

I accept t.ho peril. 

I ohooEO to walk high wi th sublirnor dread 


ABMGAKT. 


EatlniV tlian oiawl iii Kifety, And, besides, 
i am an artist as yon lire a noble : 

I oiig-bt to boar the buxtlieu of my rank, 

Graf. 

Such parallels, clear Aringart, are but snares 
To catoh the mind with seeming argument — 
Small baits of likeness ’mid disparit 5 % 

Men rise the higher as their task is high, ■ 

The task being well achieved. A woman’s rank 
Lies in the fulness of her womanhood : 

Therein alone she is royal. 

Aumoart. 

Yes, I Imow 

1’he oft-taught C4os])ol : “ Woman, thy desire 
Shall be that all superlatives on earth _ . 

Belong to men, save the one lughost kind — 

To he a mother. Then shalt not desire 
To do anglit best wave imro subservience : 
Wataire has willed it so !” O blessed Nature! 
Let her be arbitvess ; she gave me voiee 


A.feMGA.E.T. 


baoli af! ftho only gives ti woinan oliiW, 

Bofjt; of its kind, gave mo ambition too, 

That Bonso tainsooiidont whioli can taste the 
Of swaying multitudes, of being adored 
Ifor such aohifivfmiont, needed oxcedleueo, 


Mon did not say, when 1 had sung Iasi night, 
“ 'Twti.s good, nay, -wondoiful, considering 
Sho is a woman ” — and then turn to add, 
Tenor or baritone had sung her songs 
Bolter, of coiirso : she’s but a womau spoiled,” 
I beg your pardon, Graf, yum said it. 


How should I say it, Amiga, it? I wlio own 
Thi' magic of yuiur imturo-givnu art 
As awcotosl ('fllueiico of yuuiv womauhond 
Which, being to my choice the boat, must iiiid 
The best of ul.torarioe. But this 1 say ; 

Tour fervid youtdi beguiles you ; you mistako 
A stiuiu of lyrio passion for a life 


I ^ 


aumgart. 
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VCiiieh in tlio spending ia a ohvoniole 
AYitb ugly jjages, Tnxst me, Aringart, tnist mo ; 
Ambition exquisite as yours wliicli soars : ■ 

'i.'oward somotiiing quintessontial you call fame, ■ 
Is not robust enough for this gross world 
Whose fame is deiiso with false and foolish breath, 
Ardour, a-rwiu with nice rcliiiing thought. 
Prepares a double pain. Pain had been saved, 
Jfay, purer glory roached, had you bcou throned 
As woman only, holding all your art 
As attribute to that dear sovereignty — 
Ooncontering your power iu homo delights 
Wlrioh penetrate and purify the w’orld. 


Aumciart. 


Wliat ! leave the opera with my part ill-sung 
Wiiile I WHS warbling in a drawing-room? 

Sing in the ehimnoy-oomor to inspire 

i^iy hnsband reading news ? Let tho world hear 

My music only iu his morning spcocli 

Lo.si?, stammering tlian most honourable men's ? 

N't) I loll mo that my song is poor, my art 




ARMaAllT, 


'i’lio piiGcmB feat of woalnioHs apin^’ strengtli— 

That, wore fit proem to your argument. 

Till then, I am an artist by my birtli— 

By the Haiuo warrant that I am a womans 
Nay, in tlio added rarer gift I goo 
Supri'iiio WKaiion . ]f a conflict conion, 

Perish — no, not the woman, but the joys 
Which men make narrow by their narrownoss. 

Oh, I am happy ! Tho great masterfi write 
For women's voices, and great Music wants me I 
I need not oruBh myself within a mould 
Of theory called Nature : 1 have room 
To hveathe and gi’ow iiiiHtuuted. 

Ghaf. 

Arrngavt, hen,!' mo, 

I meant not that our tallc should hurry on 

To such oollision, Foresighf; of the ills 

Thick shadowing your path, di-ew on my speech 

Beyond intention. Tj’iie, T came to a.sk 

A great renunciation, but not this 

Towards which my words at first perversely strayed, 


AKMGABT. 
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Af; if in moinory of llicir earlier suit, 

■ Forgetful , . , . . . ■ ■ ■ ' 

Armgarl', do you remomber too ? the suit 
Had but postponomout, wa.s uot qirite disdained — 
Was told to wait and learn — what it has learned— 
A more BubiniBsive speeoh. 

Am^cMiT (loith some agitatiorC), 

Then it forgot 

Its lesson cruelly. As I remember, 

’Twas not to speak save to the artist crowned, 

Nor speak to her of casting off her crown. 

• GhAI''. 

Nor will it, Armgart. I come not to seek 
Any ranuuoiatiou save the wife’s, 

Which tm-ns away from other possible love 
Future and worthier, to take bis love 
Who asks the name of husband. Ho who sought 
Amigart obscuro, and board her answer, “ Waif- 
May come without suspicion now to seek 
Armgart applauded. 


A:UMO»ASX 


AlimhVRT (iurninff towards Mm), 

Yoa, wiUmul; siifniiciiiii 

Of nnglit, savo what conaiatp with niillifiihn k:; 

III all, oxjwwied iiitent. Ifovfi’ivo mo, Griif— 

T arn un^i'atoliil to no aoul that Iovoh mo — ' 

To you moat grateM. Yot the Imst intent 
Graaps but a living pjresont wliich may grow 
Like any unflodged bird. You aro a noblo, 

And have a high careov ; juat now you said 
'Twaa higher far than aught a woman secka 
JjRyoiifl iiioro womanhood. Yon claim to bo 
More than a huHliaml, but could not rojnico 
'I’hat I wore more than wilb. IVhat folloun, thonf 
You oliooHiug mo wilh such jicn-ustcncy 
Ah is Imi. Birotohod-out i-iinhnosH, soon iniiHt find 
Our inan'iago awks coiicosfuoiiH, afiks rcRoivo 
To sliai-e ronunciiitiou or demand it. 

Mithor wo both conounce a mutual eaHO, 

As in a nation’s need both man and wife 

Do pulrlio services, or one of us 

Must yield that something else for whioh oach Jives 




Alt MG AltT. 


dio o!]jpr. Mmi aro Toaaoiiora : 
'I'iiafc [jj'GiiiiBs of aaperior olairas perfm-ca 
Urges condusiou— ““ Armgart, it is youi’ 


j3ut if I any I Itavo coufiiderod this 
With strict prevision, counted all tho cost 
Which that great good of loving you deinandfi — 
Questioned my Btores of patience, half resolved 
To live resigned without a bliss whoso throat 
Touched you as well as me — and finally, 

With impetus of undivided will 

Eeturned to say, “ You shall be fnic as now ; . . 

Only accept the refuge, shelter, guai-d, 

My lovci will give your freedom ” — then your words 
Are hard accusal. 


Well, 1 accuse myself 
iVl'y love would ho accomplice of your will. 
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ARMS AST. 


. ■ GRAlf.- 

Again — my will? 

Aumbaht. 

Oil, your unspoken will. 

Your silent tolemneo would torfcuro me, 

And on that rack I shoidd deny the good 
I, yet believed in. 

Gkap. 

Then I am the man 
Whom you would love? 

Aumoaut. ■ 

Wliom I I'ofuso to love t 
No ; I will live alono and pour my pain 
With puBsiou into music, where it turns 
To what is best within my bettor soil'. 

I ivill not take for husband one who deems 
The thing my soul aolmowledgos as good— 

The thing I hold worth striving, suffering for, 


AltMGAli'r. 
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'i'd ]jo ti -tliiTig disponHeil with oaBily, 

Oi- .il^e Iho idol of a mind iiifmn. 

GrtAK 

yivmgait, yon nro ungcncrouH ; you strain 
My tliouglvt boyond its mark. Our difforenco 
Lies not so deep as love — as union 
Through a mysterious fitness that transcends 
SToiTaal agreement. 

Aumgakt. 

It lies deep enough 
To chafe tlio union. If many a man 
Eefrains, degraded, from the utmost right, 

Because the pleadings of his wife’s small fears 
Are little serpents biting at Ids heel, — 

How shall a woman keep her steadfastness 
Boiioath a frost within her husband’s oyes 
Where coldness scorches ? Graf, it is your boitow 
That you love Armgart. Nay, it is her sorrow 
That she may not love you. 


10.5 AUMOAKT. 

C4jiav. 

Woniiin, Jt-MceniH, 

J OiN cnviablo povvor to love or not , 
A-ocioniliiig to lior will. 

AuMttAin'. 

She has the will 

I have — who am one woman — not to ialce 
Di.'iiloyal pledges that divide her will. 

Tlio man who marvios me must wed my Art — 
Honour and cherish it, not tolerate. 

ChfAi!'. 

The man is yet to come whoso theory 

AVill weigh as nought with you ag’iiinst his love. 

,Ak.MUA(4T. 

Whoso theory will plott<l beside his iovo. 

Graf. ■ 

Himself a singer, then ? who Imows no life 


AKMGAltT. 


lOR 


Out of Lho opora books, where tenor parts 
Are found to. suit him ? ^ 

Aiimoakt. ■ 

Yon are bitter, Graf. 

Forgive mo ; seek the woman you deserve, 

All grac<3, all goodness, who has not yet found 
A meanivig in luir life, nor any end 
. Beyond fullilling yours. The typo abounds, 

GltAF. 

And happily, for tho world. 

Aiimkakt. 

Yes, Isajipily, 

Let it exouae me that luy kind is rare : 
Commonness is its own security. 

GltAP. ... 

Armgaii;, I Avould with all my soul !i know 
The man ho rare that lio csould make your life 
As woman sweot to you, as artist safe. 


AUMGAKT. 


iOG 

AltMGAHT,.. 

1 (ii*n live iinuuited, but not livo 
Wi tliout tlio bliss of singing to tlie work!, 
And fooling all my world respond to me. 

Graf. 

May it be lasting-. Then, wo two must part ? 
Armoart, 


i thank yon li-om my bcjart lor all. Farowdl 
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SCENE ni. 

A Yeak Latkk. ■ 

The same Salon. Waepukha is standing holcing 
towards the, window, with an air of uneasiness. 
Dootok Gkaun. 

Doctob. 

Where is my palient, Erauleiu? 

Walpukga. 

Fled 1 escaped 1 

Gone to rehearsal. Is it dangerous? 


tro, no •, hor flu'oat JR ouml. I only oanic 
lioiu- lioj- U'y lior voice, IJiid wlio yuL wnii,<>;'.' 

WAJyiMJUGA, 

No ; rIio had uioarit to wait for yon. She bfiid 
“ TJjo Doctor liiiB a right to my fiifit soug,” 

Her g'l'atif.ude wa.; full of Httlo plauH, 

But all wore swept away like gathered llowcrs 
By sudrlcn storiu, 8ho saw this opera bill”' 

It was a wasp to ci.iiig lior : she turned pale, 
Sualclmd U2) her hat and juiiftlers, said in Jiaslo, 
“I go to Loo — to rohoui'sal — iinuo 
iShall sing Fidolio to-night Imt mo I ’* 

Thun rushed dowir-slairs. 

DooTon [touhiruj at hk watch). 

- And this, not long ago 
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Doctor. 

I. will como again, 

]{, chit mug from <Jliai-loUoubm-g at ono. ' 
WMvunr.A. 

Docilor, I foul a aLraiigo ]woKC‘iitimuiit. 

Are you quite easy ? 

Doctor. 

She can talre no liann. 
'TwiiH time for lira- to sing : lier throat is well 
It was a tioroo attack, and clangorous ; 

I had to use strong romedios, but — rvollJ 
.At ono, dear Fraulein, we shall moot agaiiq 


SCENE Iv. 


Two Houks Latkk. 

T/Ar;PUiiGA <itarts up, looking towards the door. Amt- 
CMH'r enters, followed bp Luo. /S7«! throws herself on 
a chair tvMck stands ivith its bade towards the door, 
speechless, not seemhuj to sec anything. W.ma'Iihga 
casts n quest, ioning terrified look at Luo. He. shrugs 
his shoidders, and lifts up his hands behind Auhoauv, 
who sits like a helpless image, while Wai.pujiha takes 
off her hat and mantle. 

WAT.rXIUGA. 

Arm_£>'art, dear Anngai't {kneeling and taking her 
only speak to me, 


AHf,T«A.KT. 


Ill 


Yoin* pnov Walpurga. Oh, yoiir hands ai’e cold. 
Oliibji inino, find warm them ! I will kiss them 

. 'warm. . ' 

(ARMftART looks at he)' an mstant, then draws away 
her hands, and, f-urnin/j aside, buries her face 
against the. hank if the chair, Walpuroa rising 
and standing near,) 

(Doctor Gkahn enfer.?.) 
Doctor. 

Nows ! stining news to-day ! wonders come tln’ck. 

Armgart {starting up at the first sound of his voice, 
and speaking vehemently). 

Yes, thick, tliiofc, thick ! and you have murdered it ! 
Murdered my voice — poisoned the soul in me, 

And kept me living. 

You never told me that your cruel cures 

Were clogging films — a mouldy, dead’ning blight — 

A lava-mud to crust and bury me. 


ARMaAKT. 


(n’jijig xuiheai’d for ever ! Oh, your c.urcfi 
Are cleril’s triumidiB : you can rob, maim, ulay, 

Aui^ ]cco|i a boll on llio olhor side your euro 
Whiii'o you can aoo your vietitn quivering 
TjoUvooi i tlio teoili of torture. — aoo fi kouI 
Made keen by loss — a.ll auguish witii a good 
Oneu IciKiwn and gone ! [Turns and sinhs hack un lirr 
chair.) 

0 mieory, misery 1 : , 

You inigdit have killed me, might have let me sleep 
ACti'i' my happy day atu'l wake — ^not hero I 
In Mumo. new unromeudjonal rvorld, — not hero, 
'^.Vliere all is faded, (lal. — a fuaat broke off — 

Banners all meauinglesB — exulting words 
Dull, dull — a drum that lingors in the a.ir 
Beating to melody which no man hctirs. 

Iloerou [affer a momml's silence). 

A siicldeii (iheck lias shaken you, poor child ! 

All (hings Hoom livid, tottering to your senRo, 

From inward l.umnlt, Btriokon by a threat 
You see yoru‘ terrors only. . Toll mo, Loo : 


(hRO, witk a shruff, ffoes quklfy out) 
Tlia freshe.fit blooiu 

Merely^ lias left the fruit ; the. fruit itself . . . 
Akmgabt. 

Is ruined, withered, is a thing to hide 
Away from scorn or pity. Oh, you stand 
And look compassionate now, but when^ Death came 
'With mercy in his hands, you hindered him. 

I did not chooso to live and liavo your pity. 

■ You never told me, never gave mo choice 
To die a singer, lightning-struck, unmaimed. 

Or live what you would make me with your cures — 
A self accursed with consciousness of change, 

A mind that lives iu nought but memhors loppod, 

A power turned to pain — as meaningloss 
As letl;erB fallen asunder that once made 
A Imnu of rapture. Oh, I Ijad meaning once, , 
liiko day and sweetest air. What am I now? 

The millionth -woman in siiporfluons herds. 

W’iiy should I be, do, think?. .’Tis thistle-seed, 



SOEFE V. 


ARMaAET, WAIiPIJllGA. 

AltMaART. 

Walpurga, lio,ve you -vyallcetl tliis nioTningV 
Walpurcm. 


•Atsmoart. 


Win nof;, lionaTiso you wish it Say no uwi'e, 

Rut take) tliis ctertiglit. 

AuMfiAKT. 

The Doctor gave it you? 

It is an anodyne. Pni: it away. 

He cured mo of my voice, and now lie wants 
To onro me of my vision and reisolve — 

Drag mo to bIooid that I may wako again 
Without a purpose, abject as the rest , 

To boar the yoke of lifo. He ahall, not cheat me 
Of that fresh strength wliich anguish gives ihe soul, 
Tho inspiration of revolt, ere rage 
Slackens to faltering. Now I see tlie i.mth. 


AllMOMiT. 


11^ 


Wii'S) iiinipiiifss enongli to iiiak© a dower 
, J’or two ot modest olaiine. - v 

Akhgaut. 

Oh, you intone 

Tlifit olinnt of coiiKolation wherewith ease 
Makes iLsolf easier iu the sight of jiaini. 

Walpueoa. 

No ; I would not console you, but rebuke. 
Akmoaut. 

That is more bearable. Forgive me, cloai-. 

Say what you will. But now I want to write. 

{She risee and moves towai’ds a iabk.) 

WALPlIItOA. 

I say then, you are simply levered, mad ; 

You cry aloud at horrors that would vanish 
If you would change the light, throw into shade 
The loss you aggrandise, and let day fall 
On good remaining, nay on good refused 


AJiWfJABT. ' 


Wliirli inay be gain now. Di<? yon not lojoot 
A ’woman’s lot moro biilliant, as Home heltl, 

’J’Jinu any siijg'(U'’H? It may mtill bo yourn, 

Gi'!i,r Jlombtu’g loved you well, 

Akmgaut. 

Not me, not mo. 

He loved one wedl who was like me in all 
Save in a voice which made that All unlike 
As diamond is to charcoal. Oh, n man’s love ! 
Think you lie loves ri woman’ll inner self 
Aching- with loss of lovolincs,s ? — as molhors 
Clonvo to the piiliiilatiug- pain that dwells 
Within their inisJ'orined oifspring ? 

WALrUItOA. 

But the (kaf 

Chose you as simple Armyarl — had preferred 
That yo-u shotdd never seek for any fame 
But suoh as matrons have who rear great sons. 
And thoreforo yon rejected him ; but now — 
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ArTvIGAKT.- 

Ay, now -”X!oi;vlie wouldsoeme as . I ara, ' ' 

(8he takes lip a Iiand-mirroi'i,) 
Itasset.Mid Rongleas as a-miHsel-tln-imli. 

An oi’dinavy ghi — a plain brown girl, 

Wljo, if Aoino nioanirig baab from ont lior worcla, 
Shocks as a disproportioned thing — a Will ^ 

That, like an arm astretoh and broken oflP, 

Has nought to hurl — the torso of a soul. 

I sang him into love of me : my song ^ 

Was oonseorniion, lil'tod me a])art 
From the crowd cliiselled like mo, sister forms, 
But empty of clivineness. Nay, my oharm 
Wna half that 1 could win fame yet renounce!. 

A wife with glory jroHsildo absorbed . 

Into her husband’s actual. 

WAU’UJtOA. 

For shame! 

Arrngart, 3 mu slander him. What would you say 
If now h('. cauio to you and askod again 



Ho, aiicl fcliri 

it would be pityiuw coiiRtancy, not love, 
'riiat ltrfraf)iit him to big bow. I will m 


marriage. 


enaioner 


not to foecl the paripora of the world 
e were goueroua — I am generous toi; 


Wah’urga. 


Proud, Armgart, but not gcuorons. 


Aumoakt. 


He will not k 



AltAIGABT. 


WA.M’UItOA. 

Yoa, find will soou be liei’o. 
'i.'lie Docliij' lind (,wic0 scou liiin find would go 
iieiice again to see Win. 


It ia all one. 


An MO ART. 

Well, lie Iniows 


Walvurga. 

Wliilt if lie were ontaido? 

I licar a footstep in the ante-room. 

Armoart (raisbif/ hcrsdf and assumiiiff calmness.) 
WJiy. lot him eome, of ooiu-Be. I shall behave 
Like . what I am, a common personage 
Who looks for nothing- hut civility, 

I shall not play the fallen heroine, 

Assume a tragic part and throw out cues 
Eor a beseeching lover. 



AXIMOART. 


■W’ali’IJUUA. 

, , . Soinooiio riipH. . 

i^Goes io the door.) 

A lol.tor — Uio ffi'atl 

AuMfiAUT. 

Then open it. 

(WaTjVXJRGA ftliU qfflirs it.) 

Fay, my lioad Kwinia Jlearl it. I cannot sec. 

(WAT.etiuoA 02)enii it, reach and pcniscs.) 

Eciwl it. Have done 1 No matter -vvluit it in. 

Wali'uuoa {rends in a tow, hesitating voire). 

“ I am deeply moved— my lioart in rent., to lii'in- of 
ymir illness and its cruel result, jrist now comuimii- 
ciitod to mo Ey Dr Clralm. But suvol}'^ it is possible 
tlud iliis result may not 1)0 permanent. For yoiitli 
siicJi as yoni-H, Time may hold in store sornediinp- 
more than resignation : who shall say that it does 
nothcild renewal? T have not dared to aslr admi.-i- 


A 11 MO ART. 
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sioa to }'on in tho lioiu's of a reocnt slioct, but 1 
, cannot liepart on a long mission, without tencleriiig’' 
, my syinpatli}' aiid my fiMBWoll. I start this . evening 
ibr tlio Caucasus, and thence I j)roceecl to India, 
whffe 1 n,m intrusted by the Government witli busi- 
ness which may be of long duration.” 

(WAnsuiuiA sits dmvn dejactedly.) 

Aiimoaut taftiir a slight shudekv, Utterly). 

The Graf has nmoh discretion. I am glad. 

: He spai’es us both a pain, not seeing me. , ■ 

Wiiat T. like least i.s that consoling hope — 

That empty cup, so neatly ciphored “'I'inic,” 

Handed nio a.s a cordial for despair, 

{Slowly and di'eamily) Time — what a word to fling as 
charity 1 

Bland neutral word for slow, dull-bcating' pain — 
Days, months, and years I — If 1 would wait lor 
them 

: ^ {She takes up her hat and puts it, on, then wraps 
her mantle round her. Waluuiioa leaves 


Why, thifi in lull, boginuing. . (Walp. JWHjfcrs.) Kisif 
mo, (loav.. 

1 run. going now — alone — ont— fov <’>, wallc. 

Hay yon will never wound tne any uioco 
Willi laicli oajelory iiH nuvKUK iiHt) 

To iialionlH amorous of a (3rivJiiIo(l life. 

-Flatter tlio blind : I see. 

WAm>m!OA. 

Well, I was wrong, 

fn liiisle 1.0 Moellie, I snutolied at tliolrern inerely. 
riolluvo me, , I will Hatter yon no more. 

.A.ItiltOAUT. 

neat' ^tuOMH, 1 am ('.1.1111. 1 i-ead niy lot 

As soboi'ly,fis il'it. wore a ta](j 
Writ by a ci'iiwiing feriili.etonist and calk'd 
“ Tbo Woman’s I lot : a 'I'alo of Everyday : ” 

: A' middling wotnWs, to impress tbe werlil 
With high suiJerflnousuoHS ; hor thoughlH a crop 
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Of chick-weed errors or of pol-iierlj facts, 

Rmilod at like some cWld’s drawing on a. akto. 

“ Gentoel ? ” “ 0 yea, gives lessons not so good 

As any man’s would be, but cheaper far.” 

“ Pretty No ; yet she makes a figure fit 
For good society. Poor thing, she sews 
Botli late and oarly, turns and alters all 
To suit the changing mode. Some widower 
Might do well, marrying her ; but in these days ! . . . 
Well, she can somewhat eke her narrow gains 
By writing, just to lurnisli her with gloves 
And droBohldes in the rain. They print her 
thingf ■ 

Ofion for charity.” — Oh, a dog’s life ! 

A harnessed clog’s, that draws a little cart 
Voted a nuisance 1 T am going now. 

WAunmoA. 

Not now, the door is locked. 

Aumoart. 


Give mo the key I 



I iOf kml OH thcv ortteido. Qrotoliori lias tlio koy ; 
dlui ia goHo on oitmuIb. 

jiUMOAKT. 

WliiJt;, yon claro ('.o koc 

Your prisouer? 

WAWunaA. 

And liavo I not; boon yonvs ? 
Your -wisli bas boon a bolt to kco]) mo in. 
Porlmjjy tliat nn'kUing woman whom you paint 
With far-off Bcom . . , . . 

Ahmraut, 

I paint what T inuBt b 
YVhat is my soul to mo wiliiout tho voico - 
That gavo it froedom ? — gave it ono grand tone 
And mado it nobly human? — PriRonod now, 
Priaonod in all tho potty mimjorioB 
Gallod w'oman’H knowledcro. that will fit tlio wo’ 



AKIffiG-ABT. 


An doil-oiothos fit a ituui. I oan do uouglit . 
Better tha,u. wliat a million women do-H ; 
IvjUot duiiigc ainoiig tlio crowd and feel my life 
Beating- upon the workl without reBponse, 

1 ‘eating' with pasBion through an insect’s. horn 
That mo-fOB a millet-Seed lahorionsly. 

It l wouM ilo it 1 

Wat.purca (coldly). 

And wliy should you not? 

Aiwgaut (turning qidcliy). 

Beoarise Heaven made me royal — wrought 

fft'Seut: 

With subtle finish towards pre-eminence, 

Made every channel of my soul converge 
To one hig-h function, and then flung me dovm. 
That breaking T might turn to subtlest pain. 

An iiiliorn passion gives a robers right : 

1 would rebel and die in twenty -worlds 
Sooner than bear tlio yoke of thwarted life, 
Each keenoBt sense turned into keen distaste, 



not satisfiofl but ko\>t alive 
lirc'iitliing in lajigum- balfa oontury. 

All tlio world now is bnt a rack of tbroadp 
To twist, and dwairSHoT^ii^to. potliness 
And ixiKCvf^&tfpicd ooiitoiit, iflK+^.l!aaiyjiiask 
Of vvomon’a iniHory. 

la.'^vwiK {indignantly). 

Ay, Budi a inaslc 

Ah the few born like yon to easy joy, 

Cradlud in [wivilogn, tulco for natural 
On all tlio lowly facoa that inust looli 
Upward to you l Wliat rovolation now 
Sbowfj yon Ibo Tnask or gives prosontimont , 

Of sacbiess bidden? Yon who every day 
'J’lieMO five yearfi saw mo limp to wait on yoti, 
And thought the order porfoct wliicsh gavi! me, 
The girl without pretouBiou to bo aught, 

A splendid couBin for luy happinoBH : 

To watch the night tlirongli wlioii her l)r:uu 


auakiakt. 


m 


Willi too much gladrioss— lissten, always listen 
'I’d vvlinl ski felt, who having power had right 
To feel exorbitantly, and submerge . 

The sotils around her with the poured-out flood 
Of what must be ero she were satisfied! 

That was feigned patience, was itV Why not love, 
Love nuifciired even with that strength of self 
Which found no room save in another’s lifo ? 

Oil, such as I know joy by negatives, 

And all their deepest passion is a pang 
'.rill they accept their pauper’s heritage, 

And meekly live from ont the general store 
Of joy they wore born sti-ipped of, I accept— 

Way, now would sooner choose it than the wealth 
Of natures yon call royal, who can live 
In mere mock knowledge of their fellows’ woe, 
Thhilting their smiles may heal it. 

Ai.'Mo vrt {tremiiloushj), 

Walpnrga, 

I did not make fi palace of , my joy ■' , , , 

To slmt the world’s truth Irora me. All my.good- 


ABMOAHT. 


ino 

WiiM fcliul, I toHchoJ- the wovkl and made a ])ar( 

In the woi'ld's dower of beauty, strength,, and 1 iliss 
ll; wfw the glimpse of oonsoiousness divine 
Wliidh poiun out day and sees the day ia good. 
How I am fallen dark ; I sit in gloom, 
Eeniembering bitterly. Yet you speak truth; 

I wearied you, it seems ; took all. your help 
As cushioned nobles use a weary serf, 

Not looking at hia face. 

Wautokoa. 

Oh, I but stand 

As a small symliol for the mighty sum 
Of cjlaims un]>aid to needy myriads ; 

I think yon never set yonr loss be.slde 
That mighty deficit. Is your work gone — 

The jii'onder rpusenly work that paid itsolf 
And yet was overpaid with men’s applause ? 

Are yon no longer chartered, privileged; 

Tint sunk to simple woman’s penury. 

To ruthless Nature’s chary average — 

Where is the rebel’s light for you alone? 
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Mill lie reliellion lifts a oommon load; 

lliir, ',vlia1; is lio avIio iliugs his o-vvii load off 

ihul IcavCiH Ids ft'llows toiling? Ecbol's right? 

Say rather, the deserter’s. Oh, you smiled . 

From your clear height on all tho milliou lots 
Which yet you brand as abjeot. 

AKMr.iA.UT. 

I was blind 

With too much happiness : true vision comes 
Only, it seems, Muth sorrow. Were there one 
Tliis iiioment near me, suffering what I fenl. 

And rsieding me for comfort in her pang — 

Then it were worth the while to live ; not else. 

WALriincA. 

One— near you — wliy, they throng 1 you havrlly stir 
But your act touches Ihem. We touch afar. 

For did not swarlhy slaves of yesterday 
Letip in their bondages at tho Utdirews’ flight, 

WliicU touched thoia through the tlirico niineniiiii,l 
: dark ? 



AiamABT. 


i:ia 

IVafc 3>-oii can find the sufferer yon nood 
With I, ouch loss subtle. 

Aiimoati'i’. 

Who Iras need of nio? 

Wauptiuga. 

Love finds the need it fills. But you arc hard. 

Abmoaut. - 

Is it not you, Walpnrga, vvlio are liard? 

You hiiiiumiod all my wishes till to-day, 

When fate has blighted me. / 

Wauhiuga. 

You would; not hear i 

Tlie “ (ihant of consolation ; ’’ words of hoj>e 
Only oinhittorod you. Then hear the truth — 

A lame girl’s truth, whom iio one over praised 
For heing cheerful. “ It is weU," they said : 

“Wore siie oross-grainod she could not be eiiJuved.” 


ABM CART. 


A vvonl (if irutli fi'ijin lior luid slartled you ; 

But you— yoii olaimed tlie universe ; nonglit less ■ ■ 
TJian air GxiBkmce working in sure tracks 
Towards your suiireimoy. The .wlieels might scathe 
yi myriad destinies — nay, must perforce 
Dnt yours they must keep clear of; just for yon 
The soethiug atoms through the. firiiiament. . 

klust boar a human heart — which you had noLl 
khr what is it to you that women, men, 

;<Hoc1, faint, are weary, and espouse despair 
Of auglit but frllowHliip ? Save that you spurn 
To be among them ? Now, then, you are lame— : 
Maimed, as you said, and levelled with the crowd: 
(Jail it now birth — birth fi-om that monstrous Self 
Widoh, smiling down upon a race oppressed. 

Says, “ All is good, for I am throned at ease,” 

Dear Aimgart — nay, you tremble— I am cruel. 

Armoakt, 

0 no! hark! Some one knooks. .Come in ! — come in! 

. {J'Jnier Lbo.) 


A.KMGAHT. 


■■ hm. ■ 

See, Grotohoii lot, rrio in. I pcralil not refit 
Loug'or away Irom you. 

Akmoaut. 

Sit down, dear Leo. 

Walpurga, I would spealt with him alone. 

(WAU’uitaA goes uuL) 

Leo [hesiiatinglg.) 

You mean to wallc? 

Aumoaut. 

No, 1 shall stay within, 
(fi'/ic tnhes off Jier hat and mantle, and site dou 
immediedoly. After a pawse, speaking m 
suMued tone to Leo.) 

How old are you? > i 

, ' Leo.' 


Threescore and live. 



AT) MOAKT. 


Aumgaist. 


That’s old. 


I nover thoualit till now how yon have lived.- 
They hardly over play yonr masic ? 


ijBo [raisitii/ his eyebrows and throwing out his lip). 


Solmbei't too wrote for silenocs : half liis work 
- Lay like a Irozen Rhine till sinnmers came 
That warmed the grass above him. Even so ! 
His umsio lives now with a mighty youth. 


Pltn I d’ho time was, I di-ardc that home-brewed 
wine 

And fonnd it heiuly, while my blood was young': 
Now it seiucci warms me. I’ipple it as I may. 


m 


ARMGAIlT, 


i am Hobar atiu ftwy ; “ M y old liictid Lao, 

Much t-raiii in wfiMlotl in tUo world tuid ruin ; 

Wliy imt tliy liuiidlitiV’’ ■ 

Ahmoart. ; 

Slii'ango! hiiiico 1. liav(i .Iw.iowii you 
'J'ill jiow 1 imver wondered how you lived. 

When t yang well—that was your jubilee. 

But you were old already. 

■ Liiio, 

VoH, (slnld, yoK 5 
IfouOi thinks iLsell' I, ho goal ol'oiwli old Uli> ; 

Ago has but tvavollod from a, far-o(I’ tinio 
Juat to be ready for youth’s sorvitio. Well 1 
It was ujy ehiof delight to i>(u,Foet you. 

Aumoau'I’. 

Good Leo ! Ahm have lived on little joys. 

Bui your delight iu mo is oruylied lor ever. 

Your pains, where are they how ? Tlioy yhapfsl intruit 



AItMGAT!.T. 
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■'.Vluch i.dion fi'nnUufcos ; Bliajjotl (in inward seiisti 
Which in bnt kcfiu. despair, the agony r 
Of vinioix in iJie . lowest 

Luo. 

Nay, nay, 1 have a thought : hc.ep to the .stage, 

To dvania without song ; for you can act — 

Who kiiowa how well, when all the soul is peuical 
Into that eluioe alone V 

AltMGAIl’t', 

r kixHv, and you ; 

'^riie KccoTid or lliivcl host in trageditss 
'Ihat ee/wo (o (ouch tJio fihro of the tinio. 

No ; song is gone, but imtiiro’s oiluir gift., 
)ScJ{-jiidgiuen(, in not gone. Kong w.as my .tpia'ch, 
■And with its iinpulKe only, aciion eanns : 

Song was tlio batthfs onset, when cool purpose 
OIow.s into rage, hocoiiios a warring god 
And moves the limbs with miraolc. But now — 

Oh, 1 Hhould stand honmied in with tlioughtK and 
raluH--" 


A.1U1 fi A]!.T. 


I as 

Saj “Tliis way paaiHiou uots,” yui, nover iiio] 

'I’liG luigUt of paBBioii, How Hlionlfl 1 ? 

Afc! moTiBtoj-a write with loot inatoaii of Jiaiuls, 

[ will not food on doing groat taHho ill, 

Hull tho world’s soiiHo with inodioovity, 

And live l)y trash that smothora exoelloiice. 

One gift I liad that ranhod mo with tlio IjosI. — 
The soorot of my frame — and that is gone. 

For all life now [ am a brokon ihing. 

But silence thoro ! Good liOo, advise mo now. 

I would take Immhlo ivojk and do it wdl — 

Teach innsic, singing— what 1 oau — uf)t hero, 

Blit in some sinallor town wlioro I may hririg 
; The method you have taught mo, pass your gilt 
To others who can uso it for dolight. 

You thiidi I can do that? 

(Mil pausnii willi « ttoli m /ht vnirn, 

Li'jo.. ■ 

. .. Yes, yes, dear child ! . 
And it wore well, perhaps, to chaugo tho place- -- 



Viouiia witli a lieiu-fc half.te 

AmuiAia' [rottscd bi/ mrprmi). 

You? 

liEO. 

Well, it is long ago. But I had lost — 

No mal'.toi’ ! We uiuat bury our dead joys 
And livo above thorn with a living world. 

But wliitlior, think yon, yon would like to go? 

Aumoaut. 

To iFroiburg, 

Leo. 

In tlio Broisgau? And why tlioro 

it is too small. 

Ahmoart. 

Waljmrga was born thoro, 

And lovua tho jjlaoo. She quitted it for luo 


'I'lifiHo iivo y(!!U>t jwwt. JMow I will lako 1 i 
Doiu' Leo, I will bury iny iload Joy. 


MdUiovh ilo bo, lioi oiivod ; tlicni loiini' to Ic 
Anotlior’a living’ (djild. 

AuMliAllT. 

01), ft is lianl 

I’o itiko Iho litllo cor))ao, and lay ft. low. 
And flay, “None minfiuB it liut luo.” 

Hho eiiigs ... 

T mean Paulina siiiiVH Pidolio, 

And they will woloomo lior to-niglit. 

Leo. 

'■ ■ We 

’Tis better iliat onr gi-iolk Hlinnld ant 



now LIMA. LOVED Til 10 Kl'Na 



now LISA LOVJ5D Tim KIWI 


Stx iinudrorl yoam ago, in llanl.e’H time, 

JJfiibro ilia cliook waR Inri’owod by duoi) rhyiiio — 
WIk'.ii Europe, fed afroali from EaRkirn Htory, 

A¥us like a garden tangled with Uio glory 
Ofllowerfl liand-jiliiiited and offlowerB iiir-nown, 
Eliiiiliing and irailhip;, budding and full-blown, 
Wbere jmrple bolln ll.l•o i,oHH(=!d amid jnnk RtarH, 

blfiidca, groon troopM in innocent warn, 
«. of toQining earth, 

JViii:.., el, ioxr AMsiblc birth — 


A hi^h rovfiiig’o,' harl i(r«e<l it Ironi tlx' yo’tii 
Oriiatod Ifi'cjuolmton, aud IVoiii Clalpn’x n'l li- 
IV) -vvlLove the BoHpovni-i I'liuglit Uio i'juIrh' hud, 
’'[’wax told that .Podro, King oL' Ara.gc>ti, 

Wufi woloouiod niiiMt('r of all Sicily, 

A Joyy,l knight, Hupvnmo as kiiigti should bo 
In strength and gcatleness thtil make high chivalry. 

Spain was tho favourite homo of knightly grace, 
Where goueroiiH men rode steeds of goii crons 



llol.h Spanish, yet Indf Arab, both inspired 
By nmtnul spirit,, that cacli motion fired 
With beauteous response, like niinstrclsy 
Alresh fulfilling fi-csb expectancy. 

Ro when Palermo made high fi'slival, 

'Uhe joy of niatvoim and of niaidou.s all 
Was tho mock terror of tho toiiriaiuient, 
tVhero safety, with the glimpso of diuiger hlcnt, 
Took exaltation as from epic song, 

Wiiich greatly tolls the piuus that, to grc'at life 
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And in sdl tiyofi King' Pedro wfiH ilio king 
Of caYtiUoi'B : ati ill a ful]-gon))nod ring 
The liu’gQBt ruby, or as that bright star 
W hoso Hhining sliowa ns wliere the Hyads are. 

His the boat jonnot, and he sat it boat; 

His weapon, wliother tilting or in rest, 

Was worthiest watching, and Ids face once seen 
(Sara to the promise of his royal mien 
Such rich fnliihnent as tlio opened eyes 
Of a loved sleeper, or the long-watchod rise 
Of vernal day, whoso joy o’or stream and meadow flies 

Bat of the maiden forma (hat thick cmwreathcd 
Tlio hroad piaKwi and sweet witchery hreathud, 

With iimcoent liwios budding all arow 
From balconies and windows high and low, 

Who was it Mi. the deep niysi.orious glow. 

The inipvGgnation with snjiernal (Ire 
Of young ld(«d lovo — traimrormod dosiro, 

WlioBo passion is but worship of that Best 
Taught hy tlio many-niiuglod crood of each young 
: breast? ; ■ ■ ' ' 



(i HOW LIHA LOVED THE KfWO, 

"PVTOH goiltlo T(iMil,, ofiiu liohlo JjiJO, 

Oliilil of Bo)'Hard<i, a rkili 
VVlio from liiN liilhor oamo 

To trailo in (IrugB ; yol; knpl; an IiomomI. litnie, 
And liiwl tlio virtue not to try tiiid Hell 
Dvn^'U that had none. Uo loved IPm I'icUeu wei 
Ihit lovud tlioiu chiefly ibr his Lisa’s sake, - „ 
Tnioiti with a father’s cave ho sought to make 
The bride of some true hoiiourablo man ; — 

Of PerdicoiiB (so the ruinour ran), 

Wlioso liirtii was higher than his fovi.nncs -wove 
Por still your ti'.'idev likes a mix<,uvo fair 
Of hlood that hurries to some higher strai^n 
Than renkonitig nioiioy’s loss and money’s gaini 
And of such mixture good may surely conjo : 
Lords’ acious so may loaru to cast, a sum, 

A trader’s grandson boar a woU-set head, 

And have loss consoioua manners, hotter bred; 
Nor, vvlioii ho trios to ho polite, bo rude instead, 

’Twafi Perdicone’s friends made twertun's 
To good Bcj iuwdo; so one dame assurofs 
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Her noi;r]ibniii' dame wlio iiolicoa the youth 
Fisine; his oyoB on Lisa ; and hi . trirth. ; . 

'iSyoH iihat coiihl sou lier on tlii-s ;Bninmei’ day. . ' ; 
Might find it hill'd to turn another way. 

Biio liiid a pensiTO iioauty, yet not sad ; 

Itather, liho iriiiior cadences that glad ' 

The , hearts of littlo birds amid sjiring boughs ; 
And oft tiio trumpet or the joust -would rouse 
Pulses that ga.vo hor choek a iinor glow, 

PiU'tiiig hor lips that sooincd a mimic bow 
P)y rduHoUiiig Love for play in coral wrought, 
Then tpnckoiiod by him witli tho passionato 

^'ho soul that i.ro.mbled in tho lustrous night 
Of slow long e}^^. Hor body was so slight, 

It Homuod slio could have floated in tho sky, 

And with lilt) angelic) olioir inado sympliony; 

But in Iier ohcolc’s rich tingo, and in tlio daiir 
Of darkest hair and eyes, slio boro a mark 
Of kiusliip to lior gonorons niothor oarth, 

Tho forv'id laud that gives the plumy jiulni-troos 
: : dhrth., ■■■■■.■ 



Slio saw not Pordioono ; ]inr youn/j^ TiiiiKl 
Droamod not that any tnan had {ivev ])iii(}(t 
For snoh a little simple maid as she : 

She had bnt dreamed how Imavenly it would lia 
To love some hero noble, boautooiis, gTOjit;, 

Wh(3 would live stories worthy to narrate, 

Like Koland, or tho warriors of Troy, 

'JTie Cid, or Amadis, or that liiii- boy 
Who conquered everything beneath the sun, 

And somehow, some time, died at Babylon 
righting the Moors. For heroes all were g(»d 
And fair as that archangel who withstood 
The Evil One, the author of all wrong — 

That Evil Ono who made the Fi'ench so strong; 

And now the flower of heroes must be ho 
Who drove thoso tyrants from dear Sicily, 

So that her maids might w.alk to vospei s tranquilly. 

Young Lisa saw this hero in the king, 

And as wood-lilies that sweet odours bring 
Might dream the light tiiat opes thoir modest eyno 
Was lily-odoured, — and as rites diviuo. 
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liomifl tnrl-.taid altai's, or ’iioatTi roots of stonoj 
.Draw HfMKitil.y tVova onl; (;ho hearl; atono 
'Phat lovoH ami worstjips, so tJio roiijiattirG 
.i.’ei'|)lcjxti(l (jf lior soul’s world, all virgin |Mir<!, 
l.'''ilk‘.(l with liio'oic virt.nos that briglit Joriri, 

Hiioiia’s royaliy, i,ho tiaisliod iioriii 
Of liorsoinansliip — tho half of chivalry : 

For how could geiieroas men avengers be, 

Save as God’s messengers on conrsors fleet? — 
Those', scouring oarlh, uiado Spain with Syria moot 
lu 0110 self world w'hero the sanio rigid, had sway, 
And good must grow as grew tho Mossod day. 

No more ; groat Love his essoiuio had ondiied 
With .Pedro’s form, and entering snhdiiod 
The soul of liisa, fervid and intense, 

I'rond in its choice of iirond ohodionoo 
To hardship gloriiiod by porfuot rovcu-oiuie. 

Sweet Lisa homewavd carriod that dire gnest, 

And in her chamber through the hours of rest 
T!io din-lctu'ss was alight for her with sheen 
Of arms, and phinicd holm, and bright between 


t'jo mvf LIKA i.6yei» 'ciir, Kraii. 

'I’brn'r (itmimoaor gloHS, lilto tlio imrt* iiviti;-; 

"I’wixl yovpliyvy or living bivd’n liriglit, wing,' 
'Twix.1; golden wivoH, llic' glntitH'ii (if llio king' 

Masliod on lici' fionl, and vvidrcd viln'iiikjtin llioi'o 
, ’ or Iniovvn delights lovcs-mixod 1;o iiBW ill ul ranvi 

'i'he iin])al|Hi,ljlo dream was l.iirncsl to la-eathirig IIi’hIi, 
• Chill thonglit of summer to the warm close mesli 

Of sunbeams held between the citron-loaves, 

I •, Clothing her life of life. Oh, she believes 

; That she could bo content if ha but know 

^ poor small self csordd ehiim no other due) 

I' ■ „ How Lisa’s lowly love had highest roach 

‘ • Of winged passion, whereto winged s])eech 

‘ Would bo seorehed roinnants left )>y mounting llaine. 

'I’liough, had sho such lame message, woitj it iiliimo 
, ’ I’o tell wliat greatness dwelt in her, what umk 

; i Sho held in loving? Modest maidens slimnlt 

From tolling love that fed on selfish liopo ; 

’ Bat love, as hopeless as thn sliattering song 

j , . Wailed for loved beings who liavo joined the throng 

|t ^ Of mighty dead ones. . . . Nay, hut slio w;w weak — 

' f ' , Know only prayers and ballads — could not speak 



Villi oJixpKuico sawi wltal dmul) (in'aturoH 
Thai ,>jiut.ll orioK and tonclica Bjuall 

Blie waicluid all. day tlmh she might, ho(3 lifr 
WitJi linig'li tB and ladies ; hut she said, “ A 
Thougli ho should see me, it wore all as eiu 
ife saw a pigeon sitting on the stone 
Of wall or haloony : some ooloured spot 
His eye just sees, his mind rogardoth iiol;, 
f havo tKj inusiii'toiieh that could bring' mg- 
My love io liis soid's hcariiig. I shall dio, 
And he will never hiiovv w'ho Tasa wan — 
The tradcr’e ehild, wdiose soaring spirit rosf 
As h(‘dg'(!-horn aloe-flowers that rarest yea 
. close. 

“ For w'oro T tiow fi fair deop-hroaeted queoi 
A-horsobacli, with blmido liair, a.nd tunic gr 
Gold-bordered, like OoslaiiKa, I should lU'cd 
Ho change within to make mo queenly tluir 
i'or they the royal-hearted vvoiuen are 



V)2 iiOVV LJ.SA JjmiV 'i'lJB KliVit. 

V^'lio nobly lovo ibc iioliloMi, ynt hiivi' 

IbuMUMuly aiilibibig- livea ibi lovvlteRl. plncn, 

Oavryiiig a olM.iicnr annligitl; in ilioii' wiiiilo, 

The ]:u»wculi(;at my thill; pil.int.li 1;]io vilfi. 
ily love is such, it oiUinot elioosi! but suiu- 
Up i,o Uio highesb ; yet ibr evermovo, 

'rbong']! I wore hapiiy, throuocl LKini<lo Ihe king, 

I should ho tender to each htrte tiling 
With hurt wann breast, that had no speech to tell 
Its inward pang, and I would soothe it well 
With kcudor touch and with a low soft nioftn 
For coinpany ; my dumb love-pang is lone, 

Prisoned as topaz-hoam within a rimgh-garbed stone, 

So, inward-wailing, I/isa passed her days. 

Kacb night tho August moon with ohanging phase 
T.oolcod broader, harder on her unohiinged pain ; 
Each noon the heat lay heavier again 
On her despair ; until her body frail 
Slirnnk like the snow that watchers in tlio vale 
See narrowed on the height ciioli siiramcr nioi ri ; 
WTiilu her dark glance burnt larger, more i'orlorn, 
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Afrif tluii tsoul wilJiiii luvi: al!. 

Madu of li(vi' Iwliig Olio swift livtuiKil pj^^^^ 
iiml inotlior saw wftJi sad disnisiy 
'.I'lio Bieatiing of thalr riolies melt awaj'-; 
ll’or witliont Ijisa wliat would Keqiiiiis buy? 

U lial, vvisli were loft, if Lisa wove to die? 

Through her they oared for suminors still to ooine, 
Llso they Would be as ghosts without a homo 
in any flesh that could feel glad desire. 

They pay the best jihysicians, never tire 
Of seoldiig what will soolho her, proinishig- 
Thnt aught she longed Ibi-, thougli it were a 
thing 

Hard to be come at as the Tiuliaii Hiunv, 

Or roses that on alpine Hiiinnnls blow — 

It should bo hors. She answers with low voice, 
She longs for dc'ath alone — death is her choiee ; 
Death i.s the King wdio never did think scorn, 

Hut resouea every nioaiiost seui to sorrow horn. 

Yet one day, as they bent above her bed 

And watobed her in brief sleep, her drooping head 


!f)4 - -JIOW HHA- LOVm) THK Klflfi. 

'riniw^tl {>'onl.lyj a,H tlio <;liir(-it.y flowoi'K llinl, iVicl 
iSoiiif) iiioiRi, Hwiva] Ilii(utf''h tin ir pol,aln Hicuij 
Auf] 1i(,f;k) f]nl:t,(iriu{j;M oi’ltov K(1 h find 
'J'old of Kuoli tlrofuiiy joy sih Hoiiiotiiiioff itiiiH 
A skyoy idiiulnw in t;U(3 iriind’K ^oor ])ool. 

She oped her eyes, and turned Uioir dark gcuiH lull 
Upon her father, as in irttorauco diunh 
Of some new prayer that in lior sleep had coma 
“ What is it, Lisa?” “Father, I would soo 
Mimiecio, the great singer ; bring liiiii rue.” 

For always, night and day, her unatiliod thought, 
Wandering all o’er its little world, liad sought 
How she could roach, by some soft. plea<ling loui. 'i, 
King Pedro’s soul, that sbe who loved so nuicli 
Dying, might have a place, wil.liin his mind — 

A little grave which he would soiaothues liud 
And plant some tlowcr on it — some thought, sooi 
; memory kind. 

Till in her dreaiii she savv kliurmoio 
Touching liis viola, and ehanting- low 
A strain that, falling on her hi okenly, 

Seemed blossoms lightly blown IVoin off a I re.ii, 





iKiimifver 


, miMwing 
Hpoke. 


She loiigt'ti for music : tliai. was natural ; 
Pliysiciaiis said it was medicinal ; 

The Iramours might bo sohooled liy (,i'rie con 
Of a fm(i toiww and line instnurauit; 

In brief, good luusio, mixed with d(jotor’s st 
Apollo with Asldepios — enough ! 

I'dinucoio, entroatod, gladly eamo. 

(Ho was a singer of most gentle lame — 

A noble, kindly B])irit, not ohito 
That he was famous, hut that song was grei 
Would sing as finely to this suffering child 
As at the ceui t where princes on liim sinilei 
Oontly he Gutored and sat down liy her, 
Asking what sort of strain she would prefer- 
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irifi 

TliB vdioo alonci, or voice witli viol wed ; 

Thcii, Avheu ehe choKo i.lic laMt, h(v preluded 
With imigio Imtid, tltat mirnmoiiod tVoiu 1,1 i.o Hl,ririg-e 
A.crial fipiritH, rare yet vibrant wiii-ye 
That fanned the pulse, s of hifi listoiicr, 

A-ud waked each sleeping sense willi lilissfnl .stir. 
Her nJjook already showed a slow faint blnsli, 

But soon tlie voice, in pure full liquid rush, 

Made all the passion, that till now she felt, 

Reom but cool waters that in wanner luoli.. 
Finished the song, she prayed to bo aloiio 
With kind Miuuccio ; fi>r her faith had grown 
To trust him as if missioned like a priest 
With some higli grace, that when his singing 
ceased 

Still made him wiser, more magnaniirinus 
TJian common men who had no genius. 

So laying her small hand within his jialm, 

She told him how that secret glorious harm 
Of loftiest loving had befallen her ; 

Thai death, her only hope, most bitter were, 
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If whon r-iho died hor love itmsfc poriali too 
Ab fioii'i.'B tiiiHimg’ and thouf>-litH Tinapokem do, 

Wliioli nine iiii}«']it live witliiu aiiotlicir breuHt. , 
fSlie naid, “Miimecio, tlie gTiivo wore rtmfc, 

If I wore Biiro, tliat lyirig cold and lone, 

My love, my beet of life, had safely flown 
And nestled in the bo.som of the king ; 

See, 'tia a small weak bird, witli unfledged wing. 

But you will carry it for me secretly. 

And bear it to the king, then come to me 

And toll me it is safe, and 1 shall go 

(kjutent, knowing that ho 1 love my lovo doth know.” 

Tlum she wept silently, but each large teiir 
Made pleading mnsi(3 to tlie inwaril ear 
Of good Mimie.oio. “ Lisa, trust in me," 

Jfe said, and kissed her lingers loyally; 

“ It is sweet law to mo to do your will, 

And ore the sun his round shall thrice fulfil, 

I hoj'te to hring you uows of such rare skill 
As amulets have, that aches in trusting bosouig 



pS;' 
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H(' iiooJod not to pauBo and dovaio 
I low Jio aliould tell the Iciiih' ; ler in nennef 
Wei’o Rucli lov(.MiioKHik}>;e wnrl.liily ln' hrd 
Kiivo in lino verao by iimnie ivnilered. 

Uo Honglit (I pokit-JViond, a iSietnieiie, 

And “ Mien, iniiio,” be said, “ lull oft io please 
Tby wbim of sadness I bavo sung ibec strains 
To mako tbeo weep in vorso ; now pay my pains. 
And write mo a cauzon divinely sad, 

Hinloasly passionate tnid ineokly mad 
With young despair, speaking a mtiiden's bo.art 
Of ril’toen Buinmers, wbo wtnild Iain depavt 
li’rom ripening life’s now-urgent inyaiory — 
Love-ehoico of one too high her love to bo — 

Tiut cannot yield bar breath till sbo has jteurod 
Her strengtli away in tins bot-bleedin!;,- word 
Telling the secret of her soul to her s( ail’s lord.’’ 

Said Mieo, “ Nay, that thought is poesy, 

I need but listen as it sings to me. 

Gome thou again to-morrow." '['bo third day, 
When linked notes had poiTented the lay, 
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Miiinnoio luwl Ih'h fiiimuKiiiB to tlio court 
To Jjinki‘, an Lo wuh wont, the iiumicnlK hIku-I. 

(tf corcnuiuious dinner to the king. ^ 

Tiiin vviia klie time wlien lio. luul inciint to 
IViclodioiiB moHa!i.go of yoniig Lisa’H love : 

He wait* id till tlio air had ceased to move 
'I'o ringing- silver, till Falernian wine 
Made quickened senao with quietude coinhine, 

And then witli paRsioiiato descant inadc each cm 
d incline. ' 

Z/cuM, fhou di/ht. aer. 7ne, lii/Jd ns morniiii/s hreulk, 
iUMminc) a garden in ei't'or, 

fjaiighmg at chases vnm, n hnp2>g child, 

TUI. of till/ cowitcrmnee. the (dlurhuj leri'oe 
In 7nqje.stg'fl'<mi out the. blossoms smiled, 

Fnea out their life seeudng u beauteous Death. 

0 Love., who so didst choose , me for thine mmif 
Taking this little isle to thy great sway, 

See. now, it is the liommr of thy throne 
'Thai lehed thou gavest ^ufrish not away^ 



iOO now i;isA LovKT) 'nrp, ifiNn. 

jShr haw. smm sweet remembrance ht atone 
By life that ‘imU hefor the Inicf life yone : 

Hear, ere the shroud o’er these frail limbs be llinn 
Bince every himj is vassal unto thee, 

My heart’s lord needs must listen loyally-— 

0 tell him I am wuilimj for my Death ! 

Tell him, for that he hath such royal power 
’Twere hard for him to think how small a thing, 
How slight a sign, would make a wealthg dower 
For one like me, the bride of that 2 >ale king 
Whose bed is rnine at some swift-nearing hour. 

Go to my lord, and to his memory bring 
That happy birthday of my sorroroing 
When his large glance made meaner gazers glad 
Entering the bannered lists : 'Iwas then /' had 
The wound that laid me in the arms of Death, 

Tell him, 0 Love, T am. a loudy maid. 

No more than any little knot of Ihyme 
That he with careless foot may often tread; 

Yet lozuest fragrance oft will mount sublime 



And cleave to thinijs mo^ high and hallowM, 
doth ihe f ragrunce of mg Ife's springtime, 

Mg lowLg hoc., that soaHng seeks to elimh 
Within his thought, and make a gentle bliss, 

More blissful than if mine, in being his; 

So shall I live in Mm and rest in .Death. 

Tbe strain was new. It seemed a pleading cry, 
And yet a rounded perfect melody, 

Malcing grief heautuons as tlio toar-lilled eyes 
Of little cliikl at little misenea. 

Trembling' at Jlrst, tlion swelling’ as it rose, 

Iiiko risiji.'j liglit that broad and broader grows, 

It filled the hall, and so posaeswod the air 
I’liat not. one br(»atliing’ soul whs pj-o.'jent tliovo, 
Though dullest, slowest, but wua quivering 
In nnisio’s grasp, and foriiod to hoar her sing. 

But most tmeli 8wo<>t compulsion tf)o]c Ihe mood 
Of Pedro (tired of doing wh-at lie would). 

Whether the words whioh that strange, meaning 
. bore 

Woro but the poet’s feigning or aught move, 


WuH boimilon quoaiion, ainoo Ihi'ij' iiitii I'liisi- be 
At Honio iinagino<l oi- tnio royalty. 

.Mo uallotl M.iurii;oio aiul Ijiulo Jiim toll 
Wliiit poot of fclio (I'ly !i;ul wit no mil ; 

(i’ov thnng'U tlioy oiimo l)olniu] all IbriiKir liivmca, 
'I’ho vorsos wovo not bad J'or tlioHO })oiii' tiiiK'M. 

“ Moii.sig‘nor, tliey aro only tluvo days old,” 
Minnccio said ; ‘'but it innst not bo told 
How this song grow, save to yonr royal oar." 
lilag'or, l.bo Iting- vvillidrow wlioro a<JUO was near,; 
And gavo oloso audienco to Minnccio, 

Who inootly told that lovo-talo moot 1o know, 
Tho king had foatnros ]iliant to con[e.yH 
The proBonoo of a manly tend6vn<3SB— 

Son, fathor, brother, lover, blent m one. 

In fine harmonic exaltation — 

The spirit of religions chivalry. 

Ho listened, and Minnccio could see 
Tho tender, gonorous admiration sjircud 
O’er all Ms face, and glorify his hoad 
With royalty that would have kept its rank 
Though his brocaded robes to tatters shrank. 


Hn aiiswerod wi);liont pause, “ Bo , sweet a maid, 
Tu uaturo’s own ii.isip;r)ia aviuyed, 

'.L'hougJi slio were emuo ofnninixod trading blood 
That sold and bartoroA over einco tlvo Flood, 
Would liavo the seltoontainod and single w<.>rtli 
Of rarlia-nt jewels born in darltsoine earth. 

Baoua were a shame to Sicily, 

Letting snob love and tears unbononred bo : 
Hasten, Minnocio, toll her that the king 
To-day will surely visit hor when vespers ring.” 

Joyful, Minnocio boro ibo joyous woed, 

Anil (old id. full, while none but Issa heard, 

How each thing laid befallen, sang tho song-. 
And like a patient iiursiH who would ]u-oking 
All moans of soothing, dwelt upon each tone, 
lOaoh look, with whioh tho mighty Aragon 
Marked tho high worth his royal lioart assigned 
To that dear plaoo ho held in Lisa’s mind. 

She listened till the drauglits of pure content 
Through all her limbs like some now being 
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l/ifo, not rocovofocl, but tintriod botVivo, 

<nilr l.lio grnwinjjf world’s luiinoiwmvod nl,ui’0 
Df fidlor, bottoi', moro divinoly niixod, 

’Twas rovei’Mo ; slio bud so liniily fixcsd 
To dio, alvoady soomod to full a voil 
Slirouding tbo innor glow from light of sunsoa 
palo. 

Her parents wondering see her half arise— 
Woudoriug, rejoicing, soe her long* dork eyes 
Brimful with olearnosa, not of ’stiaping toarw, 

But of some light othoreal that enspheres 
Their orbs with calm, soino vision newly ioamt 
Whore strangest fires orewiiilo had blindly burnt. 
She asked to havo her soft white robe and hand 
And coral ornaments, and with her hand 
She gave her lo(',ks’ dark length a backward fall, 
Then looked intently in a inin-or small, 

A)id feared her face might jjerhaps displeaso the 

Ivuiig ; 

'tin truth,” she said, “I am a tiny thing ; 

I was too bold to toll what could such visit bring,” 
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rv!Ofir,vhilo Itilm', ruvolving iu liiw Uionght 
virgin juhKiou, WiiH more deeply wronp';]ii1; 
To ohivtili'iniH pity; ainl at voBper boll, 

VVitli (tarcloMw mien which hid liis pnrpoHc well 
V\'ent forth, on lioi'HcbiUik, and aH if by chaiicjo 
PiiH.sing' liernardo’n hoimc, ho pauwed to glanco 
At tho fine p;ardcu of llun wealthy man, 

Thif! TfiiKcau trader turned Palermitan : 

But, ]irosenlly dismounting, chose to walk 
Amid the trollisos, iu gracious talk 
With tliiti samo trader, doigninp; even to ask 
Jf he had yet fidlilled the fafher’s task 
Of nuiiTying that daughter \\h(»f 30 young oharii 
Himself, betwixt tho passag-os i>r arms, 

Hotod admiringly. “ Monsignor, no, 

Slio is not married ; lltat wore litllo woe, 

Since she has counted liarely iifti'.en years; 

But all fuioli hoj)“s of late have turned to hairs 
She droops and I'ados ; tbough for a space ij 
brief— 

Scarce three hours past — sho fimls some stiva' 
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I or. 

Tho Idnjy ftvifu'd: “’Tworti In till oi'iifi, 

The world ijliDiild lone ii niiiid no. b(!iiu1;(ioun ; : 

Jjoi) mo now hoh lior; Hiii(.!o X am Imr lioft'o lordi - 
Her uplrh.B innHl; wage war with doalli al. my hU'o 

In mmli lialf-Borious playXalncss, lie wends, 

With Ijisa’s fill, her and two olioisoii friends, 

Uj) to the chamber ■where she pillowed sits 
Watching the open door, th.at now admits 
A proBonoo as m-ueh bettor ihiin her droiinis, 

As happiness thiin any longing seems. 

The king advanced, and, with a reverent kiss 
Upon her Inuid, said, “Lady, what is tlii,s? 

You, whose sweet youth should others’ solace be, 
i’ioroe all our hearts, languishing piteously. 

We pray you, for the love of us, be cheered, 

Nor be too reckless of that life, endeared 
To us who know your passing worthine.>s, 

And count your blooming life as ji.'irt of our lih 
bliss.” 

Those words, that touch upon her hand from him 
> Whom her soul worshipped, as far serapliim 
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W'orwhip tJia iliiHant glory, broi.iglit, .somo Hliaino. 
Qiuvi.riug' iipoui her cliiielc, yot tlirillod liov IVaiiio 
Witli. Hdcli clooii joy bIio Hoowcif'l. in ptu-mliso, 

JriL wondoi'ing' gliidncHK, .iinl in dumb piurpriBii 
Tbal, blisB could be bo blifislul : tbon sbo spoke- 
“ Kiguor, 1 was too weak to boar tbs y^oke, 

I’tio golden yoke of thougbte too great for mo ; 

That w.aR tbo ground of my infirmity. 

But now, I ])ray your grace to have belief 

That I Hliall soon be well, nor any more oaiiso gaiof.” 

Tire icing alone perceived the covert sciiBO 
Of all iier words, which made one oyidemoe 
With lior pure voice and candid loA'clincss, 

That ho had lent iniicli lionour, honouring lo'yc 
'[’hat measage of her paKKionato diatve.sH. 
lie siiiyed hoside Jier for a little whild 
With gentle loolcH and Hpcoclr, until a sniilo 
As \ilacid as a ray of early morn 
On opening fiowciv-cnps o’er her lips was borvio. 
When he had left her, and tlio tidingB spread 
Through all the town how ho had visited 
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The TuBi'an trailer’s danj-iiter,, wlio was sicl:, 

■Mon haid, it was a royal (leod and catliolio. 

And Lisa? she no longer wisbed for dnat'h; 

But as n poet, who. sweet vei-MoH Haitli 
VVdtliiu his soul, and joys in music tliere, 

Kor seeks a.nothcr heaven, nor can boar 
Disturliing pleasures, so was she content, 

Breathing tho life of grateftil sentiment. 

She thought no maid betrothed could be more blest ; 
■For ti'sasuro must be valued by tho tost 
Of highest excollouco and rarity. 

And her dear joy "was beet as host could be; 

Tliere seemed no other crown to hor dclig-ht 
Now the high loved one saw her love aright. 

Thus her soul thriving on that oxiiuisite mood, 
Spread like the May-time all its beauteous good 
O'er the soft bloom of neck, and arms, and cheek) 
And streng-thonod the sweet body, once so weak, 
Until she rose and walked, and, like a bird 
With sweetly rippling throat, she made her spring 
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'Che inng, Vv’hnii ho tJio linppy chango had tajoji., 

. Trusted I.Iib ear of Conefcanoe, his fair queen,- 
With Lisa’s innocent secret, and conferred 
, How they should jointly, by their deed and -word, 
Fonour (Jiis niaidon’e love, whioh, like the prayer 
Of loyal lierniits, never thought to share 
In wliar il gave. TJie tpioen Itad that chief grace 
Of womanhood, a heart that eon embrace. 

Ail goodness in another ■womau’s form', 

And that same day, eve the sun lay too -wami 
■Gn 80.nthern terraces, a messenger 
Informed Bernardo that the royal pair 
Would straightway visit him and celebrate 
Their gladness at his daughter’s happier slate, 
\Wiioh they wore fain to see. Soon came the king 
On horseback, with his barons, heralding 
The advent of the quean in courtly state ; 

And all, descending at the garden gate, 

Streamed with their feathers, velvet, and brocade. 
Through the pleached alloys, till they, pausing, ma<l8 
A lake of splendour 'mid the aloes grey- — 

When, meekly lacing all tlieir proud array, 



Tho wldte-robed Jjitia vvith Uer pareuts stood, 

As aome white dove beforcs the govgemis brood 
t)f dapiple-broiisted bii-ds burn by tho ColcVnaii flood. 

'iPbo king and queen, by gracious looks and spotjeh, 
ICnoonrago her, and tlius tlioir courtiers tcaoli 
How this fair morning they may courtliest bo 
By making Lisa pass it happily. 

And soon the ladies and the barons all 
Draw her by turns, as at a festival 
Made for her sake, to easy, gay discourse. 

And ecmipliiiiont with looks and smiles enforoa; 

A joyous hum is heard the gardens round ; 

Soon there is Spanish dancing and the sound 
Of minstrel’s song, and autumn fruits are pliuskt ; 
Till mindfully the king and qucieii conduct 
Lisa apart to whore a trellised shade 
Made pleasant resting. Then King Pedro said-- 
“ Excellent maiden, that rich gift of love 
Your heart hath made ns, hath a worth above 
All royal treasures, nor is fitly mot 
have when the grateful memory of deep debt 


Lies still behind the outward honours tlonQ'! 

And as a Big u that no oblivion 
fejhall overflootl that firithftil memory, 

We while vre live your cavalier will be, 

Nor will we ever arm oursolvos for fight. 

Whether for struggle dire or brief delight 
Of warlike feigning, but wo first will take 
The colouxB you ordain, and for your sake 
Gharge the more bravely where your emblem is ; 

Nor will vve ever claim an added bliss 

To oiir: sweet thoughts of you save one sole kiss. 

But there still rests the outward honour meet 
To mark your worthiness, and w'^e entreat ■ 

That you will turn your ear to profforoil vows 
Of one who loves you, and would be your .spouse. , 
We must not wrong yourself and Sicily 
By letting all your Ifiooming years pass by 
D'mnated : you will give the world its due 
From beauteous maiden and become a matron true.'*; 

Then Lisai, wrapt in virgin wondevinent . 

At her ambitious love’s complete content, 
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IVliiclv lefl'. no furtlior good for lior to seek • 

Tlian lovo’s oJjedionco, Huid wHli acomii ini'ek — 

“ ]\IonBignoiv I know well tliat wore it known 
To all. the world how high my love had ilovvn, 
There would bp. few who would not doom me mad, 
Or aay tny mind the falHOst image had 
Of niy ciiiidition and your lofty place. 

Bui; lieavon hae seen that for no moimjnt’s space 
Have I forgotten you to be the king, 

Or me ruyself to be a lowly thing — 

A little lark, enamoured of the sky, 

That soared to sing, to break its breast, and die. 
But, as you better Icnow than 1, the heart 
In ohoosing choosoth not its own desert., 

But that great merit which attracteth it ; 

’Tis law, I struggled, but 1 must submit, 

And ha^dng seen a worth all worth above, 

I loved you, love you, and shall alw^ays love. 

"But that doth mean, my will is ever yours, 

Not only ■when yonr null my good insures, 

But if it wrought me what the world calls liarm— 
Fire, w'ounds, woirld wear from yonr dear will a chai 



Tlii.!, \on Tvili be iny knight is full content, 

A’nl loi' thuit kiEK — I pray, first for the queen’s 



H.or answer, given with such firm geutlenass, 
I’leased the queen well, and made her hold no les 
Of Lisa’s merit than the king- liud held. 

And so, all cloudy throats of grief dispelled, 
There was betrothal made that very morn 
, 'Twixt Perdicono, youthful, brave, well-born, 

And Lisa, w'hom he loved ; she loving well 
Tho lot that from obedience befell. 

The queen a rare betrothal ring on each 
iBestowed, and other gems, with gracious speech. 
And that no joy might lack, the king, who knew 
The youth was poor, gave him rich Ceffalfi 
And Cataletta, large and fruitful lands — 

Adding much proniiao when he joined their hands 
At last he said to Lissi, with an siir 
GallaTit yet noble ; “ Now we claim onr share 
From your sweet love, a share which is not small 
For in the sacrament one cnimh is all." 
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HOW USA LOYED 'niE KING. 


Thori taking lier small face his hands betwocii, 

He kissed her on the iirow' with kiss serene, 

Fit seod to that imro vision her yonug soul had 
seen. 

Sicilians witnessed that King Pedro kept 
His roj'al- pTomise : Perdioone stept 
To many honours honourably won, 

Living with Lisa in trao union. 

Thronghont his life the king still took delight 
To call himself fair Lisa’s faithful knight; 

And never wore in field or tournament 
A scarf or emblem save by Lisa sent. 

Such deeds made snhjeci.s loyal in that land ; 

They .joyed that one so worthy to command, 

So chivalrous and gentle, had become 
The king of Sicily, and filled the room 
Of Frenchmen, who abused the Clmrcb’s tnist. 
Till, in a righteous vengeance on their Inst, 
Alessina rose, with God, and with the dagger’s 
tliruiit. 



now rjsA liOViiD the kihg. 


L’envol 


FhMfkr, this story phased me long ago 
In the bright pages of Boccaccio, 

And where the author of a good we hinw, 

Let us not fful to pay the grateful thanh we mve. 
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MINOR PROPHET. 


I HATE a friend) a vegetariiin SGer, 

By iiamo EliaB Bairtiat Britterwovth, 

A liarmluss, bland, disinteroated man, , 

Whose anoeators in Cromwell’s day believed 
The Second Advent certain in five years, 

But when King Cliarles the Second came instead, 
Revised their dale and sought another world ; 

I mean — not hoaven but — America. 

A fijrvid stock, wlioso generous hope embraced 
The fortunes of nianldiid, not stopping sliorl 
At rise of leather, or the fall of gold, 

Nor listening U> the voices of the time 
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As liousewivos listen to a cackling' lien, 

With wonder whether she has laid her egg 
On their oira nest-egg. Still they did insisi; 
Somewhat too wearisomely on the joys 
Of their Millennium, when coats and hats 
Would all bo of one pattern, books and songs 
All fit for Sundays, and the casual talk 
As good as sermons preached extempore. 


And in Elias the ancestral zeal 
Breathes strong as ever, only modified 
By Transatlantic air and modern thought. 

You could not pass him in the street and fail 
To note his shoulders' long declivity, 

Beard to the waist, swan-neck, and large pale eyes’; 
Or, when he lifts his hat, to mark his hair 
Brushed back to show his great capacity — 

A fuU grain’s length at the angle of the brow 
Proving liim witty, wliile the shallower men 
Only seem witty in their repartees. . 

Not that he’s vain, but that his doctrine needs 
The testimony of his frontal lobe. 


M TKOR PROPHET. 
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On all points he adopts the latest views ; . ■ 
Takes for tJie Irey of nniversal Mind . 

Tl:i:e “ levitation ” of stout gentlemen ; 

.Believes the Eappinga ave not spirits’ workj 
But the Thought-atmosphere’s, a steam of brains 
In correlated force of raps, as proved 
By motion, heat, and soienoe generally; 

The speotrujn, for example, which has shown 
The self-same metals in the sun as here ; 
fib tlie Thought-atmosphere is every wliere ; 

High truths that glimmered under other names 
To ancient sages, whence good scholarship 
Applied to Eiensinian rayslei-ies — 

The Vedas — Tripitaka — Vendidad — 

Might furnish weaker proof for weaker minds 
'That Thought was rapping in the hoary past, 
.iknd might have edilied the Greeks by raps 
At the greater Dionysia, if their ears 
Had not been filled witli Sopboolean verse. 

And when all Earth is vegetarian — 

When, lacking butohers, quadrupeds die out, 
And less Tliought-atmosphere is reabsorbed 
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By nerves of insects parasitical, 

Those higher truths, seiKeil now by higher luisnii! 
But not expressed (the insects liiudernig) 

Will either flash out into eiorpiciice, 

Gr better still, bo comprehensible 
By rap]jings simply, witliout need of rooie. 

’Tis on this theme — the vegetarian world— 

That good Elias willingly expands ; 

Ho loves to tell in mildly nasal tones 

And vowels stretohed to suit Ihe ■widest views, 

The future fortunes of our infant Earth — 

When it will be too full of human kind 
To have the room for wilder animals, 

Snith he, Sahara will be populous 
With lamilios of gentlemen retired 
From coininerco in more Central Africa, 

Who order coolness as wo order coal, 

And have a lobe anterior sti’ong enoiigh 
To tiiinlc a-way the sand-storms. Science thus 
Will leave no spot on this terraqueous globe 
Unfit to be inhabited by man, 


\'i ill Sjavf* Ijppn siuiikecl aud elbowod out id lifo. 
No .lions then shall lap Callrariau pools, 

Or shake tlie .A.tlaa with their midnight roar: 
Jivon the slow, slime-loving crooodilo, 

'riie last o.f animals to take a hint, 

Will then retire for OTer from a scone 
Wiiere public feeling strongly sets iig-ainst him. 
Fishes may lead cariiivoroiiB lives obBonre, 

Bat must not dreiwn of culinary rank 
Or being dished in good society. 

Imagination in that distant ago, 

Aiming at fiotion called historical, 

Will vainly try to rocoiietnict the rinips 
When it was men’s preposterous delight 
To sit astride live liorses, whicl i consumed 
klalerifds foi- incalculable cakes ; 

Wlmn there were milkmaids who drew milk fii 

With udders kept abnormal for tliat end 
Since the rnclo inytliopraic period 
■Of Aryan dairymen, who did not blush 


Helplessly ga'/iiig at the Milky Wsy; 

Nor flrearaing of the astral cocoa-nuts 
Quito at the service of posterity. 

’Tie to be feared, thougli, that the duller boys, 
Much given to anaobronisum and nuts, 

(Elias has confoa.seJ boys will be boys) 

May write a jockey for a centaur, think 
Europa's suitor was an Irish bull, ; 

/Esop a journalist who wrote up Eos, 

And Bruin a chief sw'iiidlor upon 'Change. 
Boys -will bo boys, but dogs w'ill all bo moral, 
With longer alimentary canals 
Suited to diet vegetarian. 

The uglier breeds will fade from memory, 

Or, being paleontological, 

Live but as portraits in largo learned books, 
Distasteful to the feelings of an age 
Nourished on purest beauty. Earth will hold. 
No stupid brutes, no oheerftrl quoerncsscs, 

No naive cunning, grave absurdity. 

W art-pigs with tender and parental grunts, 
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v\' Din bats mnoh flattened as to thoir contoni-, 
I'orhapH from too much orusliing in the ark, 

But, taking meekly that fatality ; . 

The BoriouR oranoB, miBttmg hy ridicnle ; 
Long-lioatled, short-legged, solemn-looking ours, 
(Wise, silent, critics of a flippant age) ; 

TLe silly straddling foals, the 'vveak-brained g’eese 
Hissing fallaeiensly at sound of wheols - 
All these rude products will havo disappeared 
Along with every faulty liuinau type. 

.By . dint of diet vegetarian 

All will bo harmony of line and line, 

Bodies and minds all perfect, limbs wcll-tnmed, 
And talk quite free from aught eiToneous. 

Thus liir Elias in his seer’s mantle : 

But at this climax in his prophecy 
My sinking spirits, fearing to be swamped, 

Urge me to speak. “ High prospects those, my 
friend, 

Setting tire weak carnivorous brain astrotcb 5 
Wo will resume the thread another day.” 
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To call thoir mijlcmaicl and tlieir dangliter one— 
Helplessly gaziiig at ilio Milky Way, 

Hor dreaming of the astral ooeoa-mits 
Quite at the service of posterity. 

M’ia to be feared, tliough, that the duller boys, 
Much given to anachronisms ami nuts, 

(Elias has conlessed boys will be boys) 

May write a jockey for a centaur, think 
Eiiropa’s suitor was an Irish bull, 
iEsop a journalist who wrote tip Fox, 

And Bruin a chief swindler upon ’Change. 

Boys %vill be boys, but dog-s will all be moral, 
"With longer alimentary canals 
Suited to diet vegetarian. 

The uglier breeds will fade from niemnry, 

Or, being paleontological, 

Live but as portraits in large learned books, 
Distasteful to the feelings of an age 
Nourished on purest beatdy. Earth will hold 
No stupid brutes, no checi-ftil queerncssos. 

No naive cunning, grave absurdity. 

Wart-pigs with tender and partmtai grunts, 
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Wombats imicli flattened as to their contour, 
I’orhapa from too much crashing in the ark, 
ilrit taking niooikly that fatality ; 

T'lie Heriouw cranes, unstung hy ridicule ; 
Long-hoadod, Bhort-logged, Bolemn-looking cura, 
(Wise, silent critics of a flippant ago); 

TJm silly st.radclling foals, the weak-hraiiied geeso 
Hissing fallaoioualy at sound of wheels — 

All these rude products will havo disappeared 
Along with every faulty human type. 

By dint of diet vegetarian 

AH will be harmony of hue and line. 

Bodies and minds all perfect, limbs well-turned, 
And talk quite free fium aught erroneous. 

Thus fiir Elias in Iris B(5er’8 mantle : 

But at this climax in his prophecy 
My sinking spirits, fearing to bo swamped. 

Urge me to speak. “ High prospects these, my 
friend, 

Setting the weak carnivorons brain astretch 5 
Wo -will resume the thread another day." 


IN OK KKOnniT. 


■ : To-niorroWi” cries Elias, “ .at this honv V ” 

“ ITo, not to-raorrow— I shall have a colil— - 
At least I feel, some soreness— this endemic— 
Goochbye.” 

No tears are sadder Ilian the smi 
With which .[ quit Elias. Bitterly 
I feel that every change upon this earth 
. Is bought with sacrifice. My yearnings fail 
To reach that high apocalyptic mount 
Which shows in bird’s-eye view a peifect wor 
Or enter warmly into other joys 
Than those of faulty, struggling linman kind. 
That strain upon my soul’s too foehlo wing 
Ends in ignoble flounclermg ; 1 fall 
Into short-sighted pity for the men 
Who living in those porfoot future times 
Will not know half the dear imporfeot things 
That move my smiles and tears-— will never 1 
The fine old incongruities that raise 
My friendly laugh ; the innocent conceits 
Tluit liko .1 needless eyeglass or black patch . 
Give those who wear them harmless happincf 



Th'j and ewitdcKin (iiir poor earU)omvHi'e, 

),ijii.o]i lufi to iTioi'O coiiHiiiniiii lollowsliip 
(i. iiii) iiot umielf tlie finest Pariiiii) 

my coevals. So poor Colin Clout, 

To wliom raw onion gives prospective zest. 
Consoling liotire of dampest wintry work, 

Gotild hardly lanoy any . regal joys 
Quite imimpregnate with tho onion’s scent: 

Perhaps his highest hopes are not all clear 
Of waftiiigs from that energetic bulb: 

'Tis well that onion is not heresy. 

Speaking in parable, I am Colin Clout, 

A clinging flavour penetrates my life — 

My onion is imperfeotness : I cleave 
To nature’s blunders, evanescent types 
Whicil'i sages banish from Utopia. 

“Uot worship beauty?" say you. Patience, friend ! 
I worship in lire teiriplo with tho rest; 

But by my heartli I keep a sacred nook 
F(jr gnomes mid dwarfs, duck-footed waddling elves 
Who stitched and hammered for the weary man 
In days of old. And in that piety 


ISS A MINOR PIlOl'Hm', 

I olothe ungainly forma inlierited 

From toiling generations, daily bent 

At desk, or plongli, or loom, or in the mine, 

In pioneering labours fo)’ the world. 

Nay, I am apt when floundering confused 
From too rasb flight, to grasp at paradox, 

And pity future men who will not know 
A keen experionoe with pity blent, 

The patlios exquisite of lovely minds 
Hid in harsh forms — not penetrating them 
Like fire divine within a common bush 
'Which glows transfigured by tlie heaveniy guest, 
So that men put their shoes off; but encaged 
Like a sweet child within some thick-walled cell, 
■Who leaps and fails to hold the window-bars, 

But having slrown a little dimpled hand 
Is visited thenceforth by tender hearts 
Whose eyes keep watch about the prison walls. 

A foolish, nay, a wicked paradox! 

For purest pity is the eye of love 
Melting at sight of sorrow; and to grieve 
Becauso it sees no sorrow, shows a love 
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Wfii|ied iroin its truer natui-e, turned to love 
Of merest liabit, like the miser’s greed. 

But I am Coliu still : my prejudice 
Is for the flavour of my daily food. 

Not that I doubt the world is gi’owing still 
As once it grew from Chaos and from Niglii; ; 

Or have a soul too Blirunken for the hope 
Which dawned in human breasts, a double morn, 
With earliest watchings of the rising light 
Chasing the darkness ; and through many an age 
Hus raised the vision of a future time 
That stands an Angel with a face all mild 
Spearing the demon. I too rest in faith 
That man's perfection is the crowning flower, 
Toward which the urgent sap in life’s great tree 
Is pressing,^ — seen in puny bloasom.s now, 

But in the world’s great morrows to expand 
With broadest petal and with deepest glow. 

Yet, see the patched and plodding citizen 
Waiting upon the pavement with the throng 
While some victorious world-hero makes 
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Tl'iumplial entry, and tlio peal siioutri 
And flash of faces 'neath uplifted hats 
.Run like a storm of joy along the stveetR I 
Ho says, “God bless hinil" almost with a sob, 
As the great hero passes ; he is glad 
Tlie world liolds mighty men and mighty (Ioc'iIh ; 
The muaio stirs his pulses like sti'ong wine, 

The moving splendour touches him with awe — 
'Tis glory shed ai'onnd the common weal, 

And he will pay his tribute willingly, 

Though wiih the pennies earned by sordid toil. 
Perhaps the hero’s deeds have helped to bring 
A time when every honest citizen 
Shall we}w' a coat nnpatched. And yet he feels 
More easyj'pllowship -with neighbours there 
Who look on too ; and he will soon relapse 
From noticing the banners and the steeds 
To think with pleasure there is just one hun 
Left in his pocket, that may serve to tempt 
The wide-eyed lad, whose weight is all too -much 
Kor that young mother’s arms : and t.hen he kills 
To dreamy jiicturing of sum»y days 
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W’'A-u lie liiiiiself waa a small big-oliceked lad 
ii! Hiime I'iir villiigii where no heroes came, 

And Btiood a listener ’twixt his father’s legs 
In the wann fire-light, while the old folk talked 
Anil shook their heads and looked npoii the floor; 
And ho ivas puzzled, thinldng life was fine — 

Tlie bread and cheoso so nice aU through the 
■ year 

And Ghristmas sure to come. Oh that good time ! 
He, oonlcl he choose, would have those days again 
And see the dear old-fkshioned things once more. 
But soon the wheels and drums have all passed by 
And tramping feet are heard like sudden rain; 

The quiet startles our good citizen ; 

He feels the child upon his arms, and Imows 
He is with the people making holiday 
Because of hopes for better days to come. 

But Hope to him wns like the brilliant west 
Telling of smiriso in a world unknown. 

And from that dazzling curtain of bright Imos 
Ho turned to the familiar face of fields 
Lying all clear in tho calm morning land. 





A jUlifUl-l I’KOi'llJfiT. 


Maybe ’tis wiser not to fix a lens 
Too somtinising on tlie glorious times 
When Barbarosaa shall arise and shake 
His mountain, good King Arthur come again, 
And all the lioroes of such giant soul 
That, living once to choer mankind with Iiojiie, 
They had to sleep until tlie time was ripe 
For gi'eator deeds to match their greater thought 
Yet no ! the earth yields nothing more Divine 
Than high prophetic vision — than the Seer 
Who fasting from man’s meaner joy beholds 
The paths of beauteous order, and construots 
A fairer type, to shame our low content, 

But prophecy is like potential sound 
Wliich turned to music seems a voice sublime 
From out the soul of light ; but turns to noise 
In scrannel pipes, and makes aU ears averse. 

The faith that life on earth is being shaped 
To glorious ends, that order, justice, love 
Mean man’s completeness, moan effect as sure 
As roundness in the dew-drop — that great faith 
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Id hilt, ihe rush in" and ospanding stream 
or t.lioiigkt, of fooliug, fed by all the past. 

Oiir finest hope is finest memory, . 

As they who love in ag-o think youth is blest 
Becfiuse it has a life to fill with love. 

•Full aonle are doulile mirrors, malting’ still 
An endless vista of fair thijig.s before 
Repeo.ting things behind : so faith is strong 
Only when we are strong, shrinkiS when we shrink 
It comes when mrisio stirs ns, and the chords 
Moving on some grand climax shake our souls 
With inflax new that makes now energies. 

It comes in awelUnga of the heart and tears 
That rise at noble and at gentle deads — 

At labours of the master-artist’.s hand 
Wlrioh, trembling, touches to a finer end, 
Trembling before an imago seen within. 

It ; comes in mom exits of heroic love, 

Unjoalous joy in joy not made for us — 

In consoio us triumph of the good within 
Making us worship goodness that rebukes. 

Even our failures are a prophecy, 
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Even our yeaniings and our bitter tears 
After that fair and true wo cannot grasp ; 

As patriots who seem to die in vain 
Make liberty inoro sacred by tbeir pang, s. 

Proscmtimont of better things on earth 
Sweeps in with every force that stirs our souls 
To admiration, self-renouncing love, 

Or thoughts, like light, that bind the world in one i 
Sweeps like the sense of vastness, when at niglrt ‘ 
We hear the roll and dash of waves that break 
Nearer and nearer witli the rushing tide. 

Which rises to the level of the cliff 
Because the wide Atlantic rolls behind 
Throbbing respondent to the far-off orbs. 


1866, 



BEOTHER AIED SISTER 



L.ROTHET? AND SISTEil 


I CANNOT choose but think upon the time 
When our two lives grow like two buds that Idas 
At lightest thrill from the bee’s swinging chime, 
PiocauBe the one so near the otlxer is. 

He was the elder and a little man 
Of forty inches, bound to show no dreed, 

And I the girl that puppy-like now ran, 

Now lagged behind my brother’s larger tread. 

I link! him wise, and when he talked to me 
Of snakes and birds, and wbicli God loved the best, 

X tbouglit hi.s knowdedge marked the boundary 
TiTiero mon grew blind, though angels knew the rest. 


If he said “ IIubIi !” I tried to hold my breath 
Wherever he said “Cornel” I stopped in Ihith. 
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Long years have left tlioir writing on ray brow, 

But yet the freshness and the clew-fed bGam 
Of those young mornings are about mcs now, 

Wlran we two wandered toward the far-otf streain 

With rod and line. Our basket held a store 
Baked for us only, and I thought with joy 
That I should have my share, though ho had more, 
Because he was the elder and a boy. 

The firmaments of daisies sinoo to me ■ 

Have had those mornings iu their opening eyes, 
The bunchM cowslip’s pale transparency 
Oan-iea that sunshine of sweet memories, 

And wild-rose branches take their finest scent 
From those blest hours of infantine content. 
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Oivr ruQtlier bade UB keep the trocMen waj^K, ■ 
Stroked down my tippet, set my brother’s frill,. 
Then with the benediction of her gaze 
Ckiiig to ns lessening, and pursnod ns still 

Across the lioineBteiid to the roohoiy elms, 

Whoso tall old tnuiks had each a grassy mound, 
Bo rich for us, wo counted them as realms 
With varied products ; here were earth-nuts found, 

And luu-e the Lady-iingers in deep sliado ; 

Hero sloping toward the Moat the ruslies grew, 
The large to sjflit for pith, the small to braid 5 
While over all the dark rooks cawing flew, 

And made a happy strange solemnity, ■ 

A deep-toned chant from life unknowiL to me. 
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IV. 

Our nieadow-patli had menioriiblo sputw s 
Guo whore it hi’idged a tiuy rivulot, 

Deep hid by tangled blue Forget-me-nots ; 

And all along the waving gra he,' mc3t 

i\Ty little palm, or nodded to niy cheek, 

When llowerB with upturned faces gazing drew 
My wonder downward, seaming all to speak 
With oyes of soids that dumbly^ heard and knew. 

Then came the copse, where wild things rashed 
unseen, ■ ; , ' 

And black-.seath6d grass betrayed the past abode 
Of mystic gypsies, who still lurke<l between 
Me and each hidden distance of the road. 

A gypsy once had startled mo at play, 

Blotting with her dark smile my sunny day. 
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T)in'5 rnnil'nn^' wo woro soliooled in floepewt loro, 
And leai'uetl the meamiij^K that give words a soul, 
The fear, tlio love, tlio priuial passionate store. 
Whose shaping impulses make manhood whole. 

Tlirise hours were seod to all my after good ; 

My iiifant gladness, through eye, ear, .and touch, 
Took easily as warmth a various food 
To nourish the sweet skill of loving much. 

For wlin in age shall roam the eartli and find 
Eeasons for loving that will slrilio out lovo 
With sudden rod from tlie hard year-pressed mind? 
Were reasons sown as tiiick as stars above, 

. ’Tis love must see them, as the eye sees light: 
May is but hJumber to the darlcenod sight. 
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Om; brown canal was eiuUoss to my thought; 

And on its banks I. sat in (heamy peace, 
Unknowing how the good I loved was wrong-lit, 
UnU'oubled by the fear that it would cease. 

Slowly the barges floated into view 
Eonnding a grassy hill to me sublime 
With some Unknown beyond it, wbithor flew 
The parting cuckoo toward a frosh spring time. 

Tho wido-arched bridge, the scouted elder-flowers, 
Tlio wondrous watery rings that died too soon. 
The echoes of tbo quarry, the .still hours 
With white robe sweeping-on the shadeless noon, 

Wore bnt my growing self, aro part of mo, 

Jly present Past, my root of piety. 



51110TI1K1I, ABU SISTEll. 
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Those long’ rloys mejiBiived by my little feet 
Had chioniclcB whicli yield me many a text; 
Where irony still finds an image meet 
Of full-growji judgments in this world perplext. 

One day my brother left me in high charge, 

To mind tho rod, while he -went seeking bait, 

And bade me, when I saw a nearing barge, 

Snatch out the lino, lost ho should come too latOa 

Proud of the task, I watched with all my might 
For one AvUolo minute, till my eyes grew wide, 

Till sky and earth took on a strange now light 
And seomod a chcam-vvorld floating on some tide-— 

A fair pavilioned boat for me alone 

Bearing me onward through the vast rinknown. 
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Our brown canal, was endless to my tlu'mji'hl.; 

And on its banks I S£it in dreaniy peace, 
llnknowirig' bow the good I lovod was wrouglit, 
Untroubled by tlio fear tluit it would cease. 

Slowly tlio barges floated into view 
Eonnding a grassy hill to me sublime 
Witli some Unknown beyond it, whither flew 
The parting cuckoo toward a fresh spring time. 

The wide-arched bridge, tho scented elder-flowers, 
Tire wondrous watery rings that died too soon, 
•The echoes of the quarrj', the still hours 
With white robe swecping-oii tho shadeless noon, 

Wore but my grow'ing self, are part of mo, 

My present Past, my root of piety. 
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■ ■ ■ VII. 

Those, long- days nieasiired by my little foot 
Had ohj'oriicloH wliioh yield me iriiwiy a text; 
WJiGi'o irony atill finds an image meet 
Of Mi-gvown judgmouts in this world perploxt. 

One clay my brother left me in high charge, 

To mind the rod, while he went seeking bait, 

And bade me, when I saw a tieaiing barge, 

Snatch oat the line, lost ho should come too late. 

Frond of the task, I watched with all my might 
For one wholes minute, till my eyes grow wide, 

Till sky and earth took on a strange now light 
And scorned a di’cam-world floating on some tide — 

A fair pavilioised boat for mo alone 

Bearing' mo onward through tlie viist unkruswu. 
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But, BUflrlmi came tlio biu'g'o’ft pitoli-bliick prow, 
Noaror and iiufi;riei' came my bro1,hor'H cry, 

And all my sonl was quivering fear, wiieu lo 1 
Upon the imi>erilled line, euspendod higli, 

A silver perch 1 My guilt that won the prey, 
Mow turned to merit, had a girerdon rich 
Of hugs and praises, and made merry play, 

Until my triumph reached its highest pitch . 

When all at home were told the wondrous feat, 
And how the little sister had fished well. 

In secret, though my fortune tasted sweet, 

I wondered why this happiness befell, 

“ The little lass had luck,” the gardener said: 
Ajid so I learned, luck was with glory wed. 
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IX. ■ ■ 

Wa hafl tli6 self-Bain© 'ivovlcl enlarged for each 
By loving difference of girl and boy : 

The fruit that hung on high beyond iny reach 
He iiluoked for mo, and oft ho imiflt employ 

A rnoaauring glance to guide my tiny shoe 
Wliere lay iirni stepping-Rtonos, or call to mind 
“This thing I like my sister may not do, 

For she is little, and I must be kind,” 

Thus boyish Will the nobler mastery learned 
Where inward vision over impulse reigns, 
Widening its life vidlh sopaivate life discerned, 

A Like unlike, a Self that self restrains. 


His years with others must the sweeter be 
For those brief days he spent in loving me. 
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X. 

His sorrow was my sorrow, and his joy 
Seat, littlo leaps and laughs througli all iiiy IVame ; 
My doll seeniod lifeless and no girlish toy 
Had any reason when my brother came. 

I knelt with him at marbles, marked his fling 
Cut the ringed stem and make the apple drop, 

Or watched him winding close the spiral string 
That looped the orbits of the humming top. 

Grasped by such fellowship my vagrant thought 
Ceased with dream-fi'uit dream-wishes to fulfil ; 

My aiiry -picturing fantasy was taught 
Subjection to the harder, truer skill 

That seeks with deeds to grave a thought-tracked 
line, 

And hy “What is,” “'ViTiat will be” to define. 
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XI. 

Roliool pai’trirl ns ; we never found again 
That cliildifih world where our two spirits mingled 
Like HCGiits from varying roses that remain 
One sweetness, nor can evermore be singled. 

Tet tho twin habit of that early time 
Lingered for long about the heart and tongue ; 

Wo had been natives of one happy clime, 

And its dear accent to our utterance clung. 

Till the dire years whose awful name is Change 
Had gra.spod our souls still yearning in divorce, 
And pitiless shaped them in two forms that range 
Two elements which sever their life’s course. 

But w'cre another ebildhood-vvoiid iny share, 

I would 1)0 born a Hl;tle sister there. 
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X. ■ ■ 

HiK GoiTOw was my soitow, and his joy 
Sent little leaps and lauglis through all ray frame 5 
My doll seemed lifeless and no girlish toy 
Had any reason when my brother oamo, 

I Icnelt with him at marbles, marked his fling 
Cut tho ringed stem and make the apple drop, 

Or watclied him winding close the spiral siring 
That looped the orbits of the humming top, 

G-rasjred by sneli fellowship my vagrant tlrought 
( leased with dream-fr uit dream-wishos to fulfil ; 

M'y aery-pioturing fantasy was taught 
Subjection to the harder, truer skill 

Tliat seeks with deeds to gravo a, thonght-ti-achod 
liue, 

And by “ What is,” “ What will be ” to define. 




JEOTHEU AND SISTER. 


Jiovor Fonnrl 


habit of tliat early time 
long about the heart and tongno 
. natives of one happy clime, 
aoceut to our utteranoe clung. 


ils still yearning in divovoe, 


com-Ho. 







TP.ADT VARII7S. 


Yotjis soul was liftofl by tbe wings to-day 
Hearing tlie master of the violin : 

You praised him, praised the gvoal, Sobaarian too 

Wlio inaJe that fine Chaconne ; but did you thio 

Of old Antonio Stradivari ? — him 

Who a good century and half ago 

Put his true worit: in tliat brown instrument 

And by the nice adjustment of its frame 

Gave i(; responsive life, oontinuotia 

With the master’s finger-tips and perfected 

Lihe thorn by dedicate rectitnd(! of use. 

Kot iiueh alone, helped by fine precedent 
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Of genius gone before, nor Joacliim 
Wlio holds the strain afresh inoorporiite 
By inward hearing and notation strict 
Of nerve and inusclo, made our joy to-day; 
Another soul was living in the air 
And swaying it to true deliverance 
Of high invention and responsive skill : — 

That plain white - aproned man who stood at 
work 

Patient and accurate full foui’soore years, 
Cherished his sight and touch by temperance, 
And since keen sense is love of perfectness 
Made perfect violins, the needed paths 
For inspiration and high mastery, 

No simpler man than he : ho never cried, 

“Why was I born to this monotonous task 
Of making violins?” or flung tlicm down 
To suit with Imi-liug act a well-hurled curse 
At labour on such perishable stutf. 

Hence neighbours in Cremona held him dull, 
GaUod him a slave, a luill-horse, a machine, 


STllABIYABIUS. 



to a loftier mind. 


Can bold all figures of the orator 
In one plain sentence ; has her pauses too — 
Eloquent silenoe at the chasm abrupt 
Where knowledge ceases. Thus Antonio 
Made answers as Fact willed, and made th 
strong. 


Naldo, a painter of eclectic school, 

Taking his dicers, candlelight and grins 
From Oaravag’gio, and in holier groups 
Combining Flemish flesh with martyrdom- 
Knowing all tricks of style at thirty-one, 
And u’eary of them, whih Antonio 
At sixty-nine wrought placidly liis best 
Making the violin you heard to-day — 
Mdo would tease him oft to tell his aims. 
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“ Pdi'liiipB tlifiii hast Homo iilcaBanl vice Lo iced — 
The lovo of Ionia cVovs in lieaps of four, 

Eaoli violin a heap — I’ve nought to blanio; 

^^y vioBB waate such heaps. But ihon, wliy ^v'Ol■l^ 
With painful nicety? Since faxne once earned' 

By luck or niorit — oftenest by luck — 

(Else why do I juit Bonifacio’s name 
To work that ‘pinxit Nulda ’ would not sell ?) 

Is welcome index to the wealthy mob 

Where they shoidd pay their gold, and where they i>ity 

Tlroro they fixid merit—taka your low for dax, 

And hold the flax unlabollcd with your name, 

Too coarse for sufferance.” 

Antonio then : 

“ I like the gold — well, yes — hut not for moals. 

And as my stomach, so iny eye and hand, 

And inward sense that works along with both, 
llavo hunger that can never food on coin. 

Who draws a line and satisfies his soul, 

Making it crooked where it sliotdd be striiigli.t? 

An idiot with an oyster-shell may draw 
llis linos along the sand, all wavering, 
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110 poinl or patlrvrciy to a point; 

An idiot, one reniovo .may choos.e lii» lino, 
Stnigglo and bo content ; but God be jiraieed, 
Antonio Btradivaii has an eye 
That wiuoeB at folse work a,nd loves the true, 
AVith. linnd and arm that play upon the tool 
As willingly as miy singing bird 
Bets liim to sing his morning roundelay, 
Because he lilces to sing and likes the song.” 


ThniMaldo! “ ’Tis a petty kind of fame 
At host, that comes of making violins ; 

..Vml saves no masses, oitlmr. Thou wilt go 
To jmrgatory none tho loss.” 

But he : 

“’Tu'oro purgatory hero to make them ill ; 

And for my faiiio — when any master liolds 
'Twixt chin and hand a violin of miiio, 

H.o will he glad that Stradivari lived, 

Alado violins, and made them of the host. 

Tlie masters only know whoso woric is good : 

Tlioy will ohooBO mine, and while God gives them skill 
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I give them iiiatnuuoTitM to play upon, 

God chooBing me to help Him.” 

. “ Wliat ! were God 

At laxilt for violins, thou absent? ” 

“ Yes ; 

He were at fault for Stradivari’s work.” 

" Why, many hold Giuseppe’s violins 
As good as thine.” 

“ May bo : they arc different. 
His rpiality doelines : ho spoils hie hand 
With over-drinking. But wore his tho best, 

He could not work for two. My work is mine, 

And, horesy or not, if my hand slacked 
I should rob God — since He is fullest good — 
Leaving a blank instead of violins. 

I say, not God Himself can make man’s best 
Without best men to help Him. I am ono lu st 
Here in Cremona, using sunlight well 
To fashion finest maple till it serves 
More cunningly than throats, for harmony. 

’Tis rare delight ; I would not change my skill 
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To be tile Bmpcroi' with bungling lianrlsj 
A uiHofie my work, which comoB as natural 
As self at walring.” 

“ 'i’hoa art little more 
Than a deft potter’s wheel, Antonio ; 

'rurning out work by mere neoessity 
And lack of varied funotion. Higher arts 
Subsist on freedom — eccentricity — 

Uncounted inspirations — influence 

That comes with drinking, gambling, talk turned wild. 

Then moody misery and lack of food — 

With every ditliyranibie tine excess : 

These make at last a storm which flashes out 
In lightning revelations. Steady work 
Tm’nf! genius to a loom ; the soul must lie 
Like grapes boneath the sun till ripeness comes 
And mellow vintage. I could paint you now 
The finest Crucifixion ; yesternight 
Koturning home I saw it on a sky 
Bluo-bhick, thick-starred. I want two kmis d’ots 
To buy the canvas and the costly blues-— 

Trust me a fortnight.” 


;:2i8: 
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“move aro those last two 
1 lout thco for thy JtulithV— hov Ihori savv'st 
]ti aalTfon gown, with Uolofonifis’ Ivoad 
And bwinty all ooinplete?” . 

. “Slie iH but skotcljuih 
I lack the proper inodol — autl Iho mood. 

A great idea is an eagle’s egg, 

f’raves time for hatohiug ; while the eagle sits 

Ifeodher.” : 

“ ir thou wilt call thy piolurea eggs 
I call tho hatching, Work. ’Tie God gi^es skill, 
Hut not without ineu’s hands : Ho could not muko 
Antonio Stradivari’s violins 
Withont Antonio. Get tdiee to thy easel ” 
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A COLLEGE BREAKEAST-PAETY. 


Young Hamlet, not the hesitating Dane, 

Bnt one named after him, who lately strove 
For honours at orvr Eng’liah Wittenberg,— 
Blond, metaphysical, and sensuous, 
Questiorhng all things and yet half convinced 
Credulity were better; held inert 
’Twixt fascinations of all opposites, 

And half suspecting that the mightiest soul 
(Perhaps his own ?) was union of extremes, 
Having no choice but choice of everything; 
As, drinking deep to-day for love of wine, 
1’o-morrow half a Brahmiii, scorning life 
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Asmore ilkision, yearning for that Tnie 
Which has no qualities; another day 
Finding the fount of grace in sacranioiils, 

And pnrost reflex of the light divine 
In g-em-hoBsed pyx and bi'oidorod oliasnble, 
Eesolved to wear no stf)cldngB and to feat 
Witli arms extended, waiting ecstasy; 

But getting cramps instead, and needing change, 
A wonld-bo pagan next: — 

Young- Hamlet sat > . 
A guest with five of somewiiat riper age 
At breakfast with Horatio, a, friend 
With few opinions, but of faitlifnl heart, 

Quick to detect the fibrous spreading roots 
Of clairaeter that feed men’s theories, 

Yet cloaking weaknesses with charity 
And ready in all service save rebuke. 

With ebb of breakfast and the oider-onp 
fJiimo high debate: the others seated Ihcro 
Were Osrio, spinner of lino sentences, 

A delicate insect creeping over life 
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. .Feoaiiig ou molGcales of tloral breath, ^ 

.Vuil wodviju;' ^^'otiBiimer to trap the sun; 
Laorf.os urflruit, rash, and radical; 

Disioiu'Hivo grave Guildonstoni, 

And ho for wiioin, tlie social meal was made — ■ 
'I'lio polished prriest, a tolerant listener, 
DispoBurl to give a hearing to the lost, 

And breakfast ^vitll them ere thej' went below. 

From alpine motaphysic glaciers first 

Tire talk sjirang copious ; the themes wore old, 

But so is human breath, so infant eyes, 

The daily nurslings of creative light. 

Small words hold miglitj' uieuuings: Matter, F 

Self, Not-self, Being, Seeming, Space and Time 

Plebeian 1 oilers on the dusty road 

:0f daily trallio, turned to Genii 

And cloudy giants darkening sun and moon. 

Oi'oation was Tf'vcjrsod in human talk: 

None said, “ Lot. Darkness he,’’ but Darkness v 
And in it woltorod witli Tontonio case. 
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Blowing cascades from out his element, 

The thimderous RoBOnoraiiJS, till 

“ Triico, 1 beg 1 

Said Osric, with nice accent. “ I ablioi 
That batiliiig of the ghosi.s, that strife of terms 
For utmost lack of colour, form, and broaih. 

That tasteless squabbling called Philosophy: 

As if a blue-winged butterfly afloat 

For just three days above the Italian fields. 

Instead of sipping at the heart of flowers, 

Poising in sunshine, fluttering towards its bride, 
Should fast and speculate, considering 
What wore if it wore not ? or what now is 
Instead of that which seoffis to be itself? 

Its deepest wisdom surely were to be 
A sipping, marrying, blue-winged butter fly | 

Since utmost speculation on itself 

Were but a throe days’ living of worse sort — 

A bruising strugglo all witliiu the bounds 
Of butterfly existence.” 

“I protest,” 

Burst in Laertes, “ against arguments 


A college EHEAKFAST-PAETY, 

TJial; (Start, witli oalliug me a buttorfij, 

A babble, spark, or other metiiijhor 

WhicJi oaiTies your conclusions as a plimno 
In quibbling law will carry property. 

Put a thin aiiokor for iny human lips 
Fed at a motlmr’s breast, who now needs food 
That 1 wll earn for her; put bubbles blown 
From frothy thinking, for the joy, the love, 
The wants, the pity, and the fellowship 
(The ocean deeps I might say, were I bent 
On bandying metaphors) that make a man- 
Why, rhetoric brings within your easy reach 
Conclusions worthy of— a butterfly. 

The universe, I hold, is no charade, 

No acted i)un unriddled by a word, 

Nor pain a decimal diminishing 
With lioous-pocus of a dot or nought. 

For those who know it, pain is solely pain : 

Not any letters of the alphabet 
Wrought syllogistically pattern-wise, 

Nor any cluster of fine images, 
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By blundering molecules. Analysis 
May show you the right physic for the ill, 
Teaching the molecules to find their dance, 

But spare me your analogies, that hold , 
fjuch insight as the figure of a crow 
And bar of music put to signify 
A crowbar.” 

Said the Priest, “ There I agree — • 
Would add that sacramental grace is grace 
Which to be known must first be felt, with all ; 
The strengthening influxes that come by prayer.; 
I note this passing-ly — would not delay 
The conversation’s tenor, save to hint 
That taking stand with Eosenoranz one sees 
Pinal equivalence of all we name 
Our Good and 111 — their difference meanwhile 
Being inborn prejudice that plumps you down 
An Ego, brings a weight into your scale 
Poroing a standard. That resistless weight 
Obstinate, iiTemovable by thought, 

Persisting through disproof, an ache, a need 
That spaceless stays where sharjj analysis 


Hafi shown a plemtm filled without it— what 
If this, to ass your phrase, were just that Being 
KTot looking solely, gras^jing from the dark, 
Weighing the difference you call Ego ? This 
Gives you persisteiioe, regulates the flux 
With strict relation rooted in the All, 

Who is he of your late philosophers 
Takes the true name of Being to he Will? 

I— nay, the Church objects nought, is ooiiteut : 
Season has reached its utmost negative, 

Physio and metaphysic meet in the inane 
And backward shrink to intense prejudice, 
Making their absolute and homegeno 
A loaded relative, a choice to be 
Whatever is — supposed : a What is not. 

The Church demands no more, has standing room 
And basis for her doctrine : this (no more) — 
That the strong bias wliicli we name the Soul, 
Tliough fed and clad by dissoluble waves, 

Has antecedent quality, and rules 
By veto or consent the strife of thought, 

Making arbitrament that we call faith,” 


Here was Lrief silence, till young Hamlet spoke. 

“ I crave diroolion, Father, how to Iniow 
The sign of that imporativQ whose right 
To sway iny act in face of thronging doubts 
Were an oracular gem in price beyond 
Urim and Thummim lost to Israel. 

That bias of the soul, that conquering die 
Loaded with golden emphasis of Will — 

How find it where resolve, once made, becomes 

The rash exclusion of an opposite 

Which draws the stronger as I turn aloof.” 

*' I think I hear a bias in your words,” 

The Priest said mildly, — “ that strong natural hont 
Which we call hnnger. What more positix'e 
Than appetite ?— of spirit or of flesh, 

I care not — ' sense of need’ were tnrer phrase. 

You hunger for authoritative right, 

And yet discern no difibrenee of tones, 

Ho weight of rod that marks imperial rule? 

Laertes granting, I will put your case 
In analogic form r the doctors hold 
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Hunger wbioli gi-ves no reliish — save oaprico . 
'i'hat tasting- -veuiBon fancies mellow pears— 

A symptom of disorder, and presoribe 
Strict diBcipline. Were I physician bore 
I would proscribe that exercise of soul 
Which lies in full obedience : you ask, 
Obedience to what? The answer lies 
Within tire word itself ; for how obey 
What has no rule, asserts no absolute claim? 
Take inolination, taste — why, that is you. 

No rxilo above you. Scieuoe, reasoning- 
On nature’s order — they exist and move . 

Bolely by disputation, hold no pledg-o 
Of final oonseqneuoe, but push the swing- 
Where Epicurus and the Stoic sit 
In endless see-saw. One authority, 

And only one, says simply this, Obey: 

Place yourself in that cun-ent (test it so 1) 

Of spiritual order whore at least 
Lies promise of a high communion, 

A Hoad informing members, Life that breathes 
With gift of forces over and above 
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Tlifi plus of aritlimetio interchange. 

‘ Tlio Olmrch. too has a body,’ yon objoet, 

‘ Can b(3 diBsoctod, put beneath the Ions 
And shown tho merest continuity 
Of all oxiatonce else beneath tho sun.' 

I grant you ; but tho lens will not disprore 
A presence which eludes it. Take your wit, 

Your IhgliGRt irassion, widost-reaoliiirg' thought: 
Show their conditions if yon will or can, 

But though you saw the final atom-dance 
Making each molecule that stands for sign 
Of love being present, where is still your love ? 
How measure that, how certify its weight ? 

And so I say, the body of the Church 
Carries a Presence, promises and gifts 
Never disproved — whose argument is found 
In lasting failure of the search elsewhere 
Per what it liolcls to satisfy man’s need. 

But I grow lengthy: my excuse must he 
Your question, Hamlet, which has probed right 
through 

To the pith of onr belief. And I liave robbed 
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Myself of pleasure as a listener. 

’Tia noon, I see; and my appointment stands 
For liall-paat twelve with V oltiinand. G ood-by o.” 

Brief parting, brief regret — sincere, but quenched 
In fumes of best Havannah, which consoles 
For lack of other certitude. Then said, 

Mildly sarcastic, quiet Guildenstem : 

“ I marvel how the Father gave new charm 
To weak conclusions : I was half convinced 
The poorest reasonor made the finest man, 

And hold his logic lovelier for its limii.” 

“I fain -would hear,” said Hamlet, “how you find 
A stronger footing than the Father gave. 

Ho-?v base youi' self-resistaiice save on faith 

In some invisible Order, higher Eight 

Than olianging impulse. What does Eeasonbid? 

To take a fullest rationality 

What offers best solution ; so the Church. 

Science, detecting hydrogen aflame 
Outside our fh-mament, leaves mystery 



A. COMSB BIIBAKFAST-VARTY. 


Whole and untouched beyond ; nay, in our blood 
And in the potent atoms of each gei'jn 
Tho Secret lives — envelops, penetrates 
Whatever sense perceives or thonglit divines, 
Soienoe, whose soul is explanation, halts 
With hostile front at mystery. The Church 
Taltea mystery as her empire, brings its wealth 
Of possibility to fill the void 
’Twixt contradictions — warrants so a faith 
Defying sense and all its ruthless train 
Of arrogant ‘ Therefores.’ Science with her lens 
Dissolves the Forms that made the other half 
Of all our love, which thenceforth widowed lives 
To gaze with maniac stare at what is not. 

The Church explains not, governs — feeds resolve 
By vision fraught with heart-experience 
And human yearning,” 

“ Ay,” said G-nihlenstern, 
With friendly nod, “ the h’ather, I can see. 

Has caught you np in his air-chariot. 

His thought tabes rainbow-bridges, out of reach 
By solid obstacles, evaporates 
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The coarse and common into subtilties, 

Insists that what is real in the Ghni'ch 
Is something out of evidence, and begs 
(Just ill parenthesis) yoti’ll never mind 
What stares you in the face and bruises you. 
Why, by his method I could justify 
Kaoh superstition and each tyranny 
That ever rode upon the back of man, 
Protending fitness for his solo defence 
Against life’s evil. How can aught subsist 
That holds no theory of gain or good ? 

Despots with terror in their- red right liand 
Must argae good to helpers and themselves, 
Must let submission hold a core of gain 
To make their slaves choose life. Their theory, 
Abstraoting inconvenience of racks, 

Whip-lashes, dragonnades and all things coarse 
Inherent in the fact or concrete mass, 

Presents the pure idea — utmost good 
Sooured by Order only to be found 
In strict subordination, hioraroliy 
Of forces where, by nature’s law, the strong 
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Has riglitM empire, rule of weaker pro\ ufl 
Mere dissolution. Wh.at oan you object? 

Tko Inquisition— if yon turn away 
I’rom narrow notice how t)io scent of gold 
Has guided sense of damning heresy — 

The Inquisition is sublime, is love 
Hindering the spread of poison in men’s souls 
The flames are nothing : only smaller pain 
To hinder greater, or the pain of one 
■ To save the many, such as throbs at heart : 
Of every system born into the world. 

So of the Church as high communion 
Of Head with members, fount of spirit force 
Beyond the caloulus, and carrying proof 
In her sole power to satisfy man’s need : 

That seems ideal truth as clear as lines 
That, necessary though invisible, trace 
Tho balance of the jdanets and the sun — • 
Until I find a hitch in that last claim. 

‘ To satisfy man’s need.' Sir, that depoiids : 
Wo settle first the measure of man’s need 
Before we grant capacity to fill. 
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Jolin, James, or Thomas, you may satisfy; 

But since you choose ideals I demand 
Your (Jtmrch shall satisfy ideal man, 

His utmost reason and his utmost love. 

And say these rest a-huugorod — find no scheme 
Content them both, but hold the world accursed, 
A. Calvary where Eeason mocks at Love, 

And Love forsaken sends out orphan cries 
Hopeless of answer; still the soul remains 
Larger, diviner than your half-way Church, 

Which racks your reason into false consent. 

And soothes your Love with sops of selflshnoss.” 

“There I am with you,” cried Laertes. “What 
To mo are any dictates, though they came 
With thunders from the Mount, if still within 
I see a higher Eight, a higher Good 
Compelling love and worship ? Though the earth 
Held force electric to discorn and kill 
Each thinking rebel — ^what is martyrdom 
But death-defying utterance of belief, 

Which being mine remains my truth sapreiae 
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Tliougii Bolitary as the thiob of pain 
Lying outside the pnlsos of the workl ? 

Oliedionco is good : ay, but to what ? 

And for what ends? For say that I rrabol 
Apainat yonr rule as deviliBh, or as rule 
Of tlrander-guiding powers that deny 
Man’s highest benefit : rebellion then 
'Were strict obedience to another rule 
Which bids me flout your thiuider.” 

“Lo you now ! 

Said Oeric, delicately, “ how you come, 

Laertes mine, with all your wairing zeal 
As Python-slayer of the present age — 

Cleansing all social swamps by darting rays 
Of dubious doctrine, hot with energy 
Of private judgment and disgust for doubt-— 

To state my thesis, which you most abhor 
When sung in Daphnis-notos beneath the pines 
To gentlo rush of waters. Tour belief-— 

In essence what is it but simply Taste? 

I urge with you exemption from all claims 
'rhat come fi:om other than my proper will, 
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: An Ultimata within to balance, yours, 

A solid meeting you, excluding you, : 

Tiliyou show fuller force by entering 
My spiritual space and cruBhing Me 
To a subordinate compleiuont of You ; 

Such, ultimate must etaiid alike for all. 

Preach your orusade, then : all will join who like 
The hurly-burly of aggressive creeds ; 

Still your unpleasant Ought, your itch to choose 
What grates upon the sense, is simply Taste, 

Differs, I think, from mine (permit the word, 
Discussion forces it) in being bad.” 

The tono was too polite to breed offence, 

Showing a tolerance of what was “ bad ” 

Becoming courtiers. Louder Eosenoranz 
Took up the ball with rougher movement, wont 
To show contempt for doting reaeoners 
Who hugged some reasons with a pjreforonca, 

As warm Laertes did : he gave five pufis 
Intolerantly sceptical, then said, 

“Your human good, which you would make supreme, 
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Ilow (. 1.0 you Icnow it? Hum it filiowu itn luoij 
111. adioTKiutiiio typii, witb, foiitiitos cbiiir, 

Am f.Iiin ropublio, or tUiit iviotiiirohy ? 

An focloml j:;-i;(rapin{:;, or inuuicipfilV 
Mipinlity, or iinoly filiiidoi'i linoH 
01 Hooial (lillfbrouoo ? c(jatatio wliivl 
And (buiiy'lit inlouBe of passiouato joy and pain, 
Or flobor solt-oonlrol i.liat starves its youth 
And lives to wonder what the world calls joy? 

Tn it in syinpathy that shares men’s pangs 
Or ill eiiol brains i.hat can explain them well? 
hi it in labour or in laxiuesH ? 
fu training for the tug of irivalry 
d’o be admired, or in (ho admiring soul ? 

In risk or oortitnde? In battling rago 
And hardy ohallcmges of Protean luck. 

Or in ii sleek and rural ajiatby 

Ifiill fed wilh samonesn? Pray dolino your Good 

l leyond rejeotion by majorit.y ; 

NoxI;, how it may subsist without the Til 
VVbicli seems its only outline. Show a -world 
Of pleasure not resisted ; or a world 
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Of preSBure equalised, yet various , 

In action fonnative ; for tliat will serve 
Aft illustration of your human good— 

"VVlnoh at its perfecting (your goal of hope) 

Will not be straight extinct, or fall to sleep 
In the deep bosom of the Unchangeable. 

What will you work for, then, and call it good 
With fuU. and certain vision — good for aught 
Save partial ends which happen to be yours? 
How will you get your stringency to bind 
Thought or deshe in demonstrated tracks 
Which are but waves within a balanced whole ? 
Is ‘ relative ’ the magic word that turns 
Your flux merouiial of good to gold ? 

Why, that analysis at which you rage 
As anti-social force that sweeps you down 
The world in one cascade of molecules, 

Is brother ‘ relative ’ — and grins at you 
Like any convict whom you thought to somd 
Outside society, till this enlarged 
And meant New England and Australia too. 
The Absolute is your shadow, and the space 
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How (lo you know it? Hiir it phowii ils liics 
Iti (wliiuifHitinft iypo, witli feiitnreH olciav, 

An I, Kit) |■(ljmlll^o, ov l.liat moniiroliy y 
Ah liirloriil }i;.voi:i]iitig-, or luimicipalV 
Mumility, or fliioly Kliiwloil linos 
Ot‘ Hooiiil (lillmuioo ? ecstatic wliirl 
Anil (Iraiif^ht iiitenso of passional, o joy anrl pain 
t)r sober scli-coiitrol that starves its youth 
Aiul lives to wonder what the world calls joy? 
Is it in syinpatliy that shares men’s pangs 
Or in cool hrains that can explain them well? 
i« it in labour of hi layiinaeiH ? 

I n trainitif!; for the tiig’ of rivalry 

'I'o 1)0 iii'lniired, or in tho admiring- soul? 

In rink or cortitiido? In battling rage 
And bai'ily oliallengoa of Protean luck, 

Or in a sleek and rural apathy 

li’iill f('d with HameneSH? Pray define your On 

Heyend rejeelion by majority ; 

Next, how it; may subsist without tlie 111 
Whieli seeina its only outline. Show a world 
Of nleiisim! not resisted : or a woi'ld 
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Of pi'SSfjura eqiialised, yet vaiioBS 
In action formative ; for that will serve 
Ati illustration of your human good— 

Wliioh at its perfecting (your goal of hope) 

Will not be straight extinct, or fall to sleep 
In the deep bosom of the [luchaugeahle. 

What will you work for, then, and call it good 
With full and certain vision — good for aught 
Save partial ends which happen to be yours ? 
How will you get your stringency to bind 
Thought or desire in demonstrated tracks 
Which are but waves within a balanced whole? 
Is ‘ relative ’ the magic word that turns 
Tour flux mercurial of good to gold ? 

Why, that analysis at which you rage 
As anti-sooial force that sweeps yon down 
The world in one cascade of molecules, 

Is brother ‘relative’ — and grins at you 
Like any convict whom you thought to send 
Outside society, till this enlarged 
And meant New England and Australia too. 
The Absolute is your shadow, and the space 
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Which yo\i say might be real were you milliicl 
To oiirves pellionlaay the thinaesl; thin, 

Equation of no thickness, is still yon.” 

“ Abstracting all that makes him clubbable,” 
Horatio interposed, lint Koseucraiiz, 

Deaf as the angry turkey-cock whoso ears 
Are plugged by swollen tissues when he scolds 
At men’s pretensions ; “ Pooh, your ‘ Belative ' 
Shuts you in, hopeless, with your progeny 
As in a Hunger-lower ; your social good, 

Like other deities by turn supreme, 

Is transient reflex of a prejudice, 

Anthology of causes and effects 

To suit the mood of fanatics who lead 

The mood of tribes or nations. I admit 

If you conld show a sword, nay, chance of sword 

Hanging conspicuous to their inward eyes 

With edge so constant Ihreatening as to sway 

All greed and lust by terror ; and a law 

Gleav-wint and proven as the law suproine 

Which that dread sword enforces — then your Eight, 
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‘Duty, or Booial Good, were it mice brouglit 
To common measiu-e with the potent law, 

Wniild dip tlie scale, would put unchanging marks 
Of wisdom or of iVdly on eaoli deed, 

And warrant exhortation. Until then, 

Where is your standard or criterion? 

* VVliat always, everywhere, by all men’ — why, 
That were but Custom, and your systoni needs 
Ideals never yet iuoorporate, 

The imminent doom of Custom. Can you find 
Appeal beyond the sentience in each man? 
Frighten the blind with scarecrows? raise an awe 
Of tilings unseen whore appetite commands 
Chambers of imagery in tlio soul 
At all its avenues ? — Y on chant your hymns 
To Evolution, on your altar lay 
A sacred egg called Progress ; have you proved 
A Bast unique where all is relative, 

And whore each change is loss as well as gain? 
The ago of healthy Raiirians, Well supplied 
With heat and prey, will balance well enough 
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And pleasures feeble ; wealth a monster ft'orgrid 
Mid hungry populations ; intellect 
Aproned in laboratories, bent on proof 
That this is that and both are good for nought 
Save feeding ei-ror through a weary life ; 

While Alt. and Poesy strag-glo like poor ghosts 
To hinder cock-crow and the dreadful light, 
Lurking in darkness and the charnel-house, 

Or like two stal wart greybeards, imbecile 
With limbs still active, playing at belief 
That hunt the slipper, foot-ball, hide-and-seek, 
Are sweetly merry, donning pinafores 
And lisping emulously in their speech. 

0 human race ! Is this then all thy gain? — 
Working at disproof, playing at belief, 

Debate on causes, distaste of effects, 

Power to transmute all elements, and laclc 
Of any power to sway the fatal skill 
And make thy lot aught else than rigid doom ? 
The Saurians were bettor. — Guildcnstoni, 

Pass me the taper. Still the human curse 
Has mitigation in the best cigars.” 
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Tlien swift Laertes, not witliout a glaro 
Of iGonino wrath, “I thank tliee for that word; 
That one confession, were I Socrates, 

ShonlcI force you onward till you ran your head 
At your opm image — flatly gave the lie 
To all your blasphemy of that human good 
Which bred and nourished you to sit at ease 
And learnedly deny it. Say the world 
Groanfj ever with the pangs of doubtful births: 
Say, life’s a poor donation at the best — 

Wisdom a yearning after nothingness — 

Nature’s great vision and the thrill supreme 
Of thought-fed passion hut a weary play — 

T argue not against you. Who can prove 
Wit to he witty when with deeper ground 
Duluesa iutnitivo dcolares wit dull? 

If life is worthless to you — why, it is. 

3hu only know how little love you feel 
To give you fellowship, how little force 
Eesponsive to tho quality of things. 

Then end your life, throw off the unsought yoke. 
If not — if you remain to taste cigars, 
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Cliooso racy diction, perorate at large 
"WitU tacit Bcoru of meaner mou wlio win 
No wreath or tripos-then admit at least 
A possible Better in the seeds of earth; 
Acknowledge debt to that laborious life 
Wlriob, sifting evermore tire mingled seeds, 
Testing the Possible with patient skill, 

And daring id in presence of a good 

Nor futures to inherit, made your lot 

One you would choose rather than end it, nay, 

Bather than, say, some twenty million lots 

Of fellow-Britons toiling all to make 

That nation, that community, whereon 

You feed and thrive and talk philosophy. 

I am no optimist whose faith must hang 
On hard pretence that pain is beautiful 

And agony explained for meu at ease 

By virtue’s exercise in pitying it. 

But this I hold: that be who takes one gift 
Made for him hy the hopeful work of man, 
Who tastes sweet bread, walks where lie will 



His shield and wammt the itiTisible law, 

'Wl 10 own s a hearth and household charities, 

Who clothes his b(xly and his sentient soul 
With skill and thoughts of men, and yot denies 
A hnmari; good worth toiling for, is cursed 
With worse nogation than tlio poet feigned 
In Mephistojihelos. The. Devil spins 
His -wire-drawn argument against all good 
With sense of brimstone as his private lot, 

And never drew a solace from the Eartli.” 

Laertes fuming paused, and G-nildonstern 
Took up with cooler skill the fusillade; 

“I meet your deadliest challengo, Rosencranz • 
'Where get, you say, a biudmg law, a rale 
Enforced by sanction, an Ideal throned 
WTth thunder in its hand? I answer, there 
Whence every iaith and rule has drawn its force 
Siuoa human consciousness awaking owned 
An Outward, whose unconquerable sway 
Resisted first and tlioii subdued desii-e 
■By pressure of the dire Impossible 
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Urging to poBfjihlo endB the active soul 
And shajjiug so its terror and its love. 

Why, 3'^ou have said it — tl7roats and proiuifies 
Du])ond on eacVi man’s sonticnco for Ihoir hceo; 
All sacred mles, imagined or revealed, 

Gan have no form or potency apart 
From tho percipient and emotive mind. 

God, duty, love, snhmission, fellowship, 

Must first be framed in man, as music is, 

Before tliey live outside him as a law. 

And still they grow and shape th6jnselv6.s anew, 
With fuller concentration in their life 
Of inward and of outward energies - 
Blending to make tho last result called Man^ 
Wliich means, not this or that philosopher 
Looking through beauty into blankness, not 
The swindler who has sent his faiitfol lie 
By the last telegram j it means tlie tide 
Of needs reciprocal, toil, trust, and love— 

The surging multitude of Imman olaims 
Which make “a presence not to he put by ” 
Above the horizon of the general soixl. 
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Ih inward .Reason Blinnilc to subtleties, 

And inward wisdom pining passion-starved? — 
The outward Reason lias the world in store, 
Regenoratos passion with the stress of want, 
Regenerates knowledge with disoovery, 

Shows sly rapacious Self a blunderer, 

Widens dependence, knits the social whole 
In sensible relation more defined. 

Do Boards and dirty-handed millionaires 
Govern the planetary system ? — sway 
The pressure of the Univorso ? — decide 
That man henceforth shall retrogress to ape, 
Emptied of every sympathetio thrill 
The All has wnwight in him ? dam up henceforth 
The . flood of human olaiins as private force 
To turn their wheels and make a jirivato hell 
Eor fish-pond to their mercantile domain ? 

What are they but a parasitic growth 
On the vast real and ideal world 
Of man and nature blent in one divine? 

Why, take yoiu- closing dirge — say evil grows 
And good is dwindling ; science more decay, 
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Stevij ilissolufion of iiloal wholes 

Which tliTOUgli 1.ho ages past alone have niiulo 

The earth and firmament of hnmaii faith ; 

Sayj the small arc of Being- we call man 
Is near its inergcnco, what seems growing; lifo 
Nonghi, hut a hurrying change towards lower 1ypoa, 
d’he ready rankness of degeneracy. 

Well, they who mourn for tlie world’s dying good 
May take their common sorrows for a rook, 

On it erect religion and a church, 

A worship, rites, and passionaie piety-— 

'.riie worsliip of 'the Best though orucifiod 
And God-forsaken in its dying pangs; 

Tiie sacramental rites of fellowship 
In common woe ; visions that purify 
Through admiration and despairing love 
Which keep their spiritual lifo intact 
Beneath the murderous clutches of disproof 
And feed a martyr-strength.” 

“ Bpligion high ! ” 

(Bosencranz here) “ bitt with communioauts 
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iw as Hio ooc'lavB iipon Lobarion — ■ ■ ■ 

obi 111 might ooiint, thorn. What the worlil doinauda 

faith coei'oivo of the multitude.” 


“ Tush, Guildoiistem, you granted him too much,” 
Burst in Laertea ; “ I will never grant 
One inch of law to ieehlo blaspheimeB 
Whioli hold no higher ratio to life — 

Full vigorous human life that peopled earth 
And wrought and fought and loved and bravely 


Than tho sick morning glooms of dobaucheea. 

Old nations Ineod old ohildron, wizened babes 
Whose youtli is languid and incredulous, 

Weary of life without tho will to die ; 

Their passions visionary appetites 
Of bloodless speotres wailing that the world 
I'or hack of suhsianco slips from out their grasj) ; 
Their thoughts the withered husks of all things 


Uoldiug uo fmeo of germs instiuot with life, 
Wlvioh never hesitates but moves and grows. 
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Yet hear them boast in Bcreains their godlike ill, 
Exookr of knowing ! Me on you, Hosanoiim/. ! 

You lend your brains and fine-dividing tongue 
For bass-notoH to this shrivelled crudity, 

This iuimaturo doorepitudo that strains 
To fill our ears and claim the jirizo of strength 
For mere unnianliness. Out on them all !- — 

Wits, puling minstrels, and philosophers, 

Wlro living softly prate of suicide, 

Arid suck the oommonwealth to feed their ease 
While they vent epigrams and threnodies, 

Mooking or wailing all the eager work 

Which makes that public store whereon they feed. 

Is wisdom flattened sense and mere distaste ? 

Why, any superstition warm with love, 

Inspired with purpose, wild with energy 
That streams resistless through its ready frame, 

Has more of human truth within its life 

Than souls that look through colour into nought, — 

Whose brain, too unimpassioned for delight, 

Has feeble ticklings of a vanity 

Which finds the universe beneath its mark, 
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And fifitjriiing' tins blue lieavens as merely blue 
Oaii only say, ‘ V/ba,t then!'’ — pre-eminent 
In wondreuo want of lilceness in tlieir land, 
FouiKliiip; that worship of sterility 
Whoso one nripreivie is vaeillating Will 
Whieli inajtps the Light, thou says, ‘’Twere bottei 
not.”’ 

Hero rash Laeries brought his Handel-strain 
As of some angry Polypheme, to pause ; 

And Osrio, shocked at ardours out of taste, 

Believed the aiidionoo with a tenor voice 
And dolicato delivery. 

“ For me, 

I range mysolf in line with Rosencran!? 

Against all schemes, religious or profane. 

That flaunt a Good as pretext for a lash 
To flog ns all who have the better taste, 

In1;o conformity, recpiiring me 
At peril of tlie thong and sharp disgrace 
To care how mere Philistines pass tboir lives j 
Whether the English pauper-total grows 
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From. 0116 to two before the iioiiglitH ; how far 
Teuton will ovitbreecl Roman ; if tlie olafsK 
Of proletaires will make a ferleral band 
To bind all Eiiroiio and America, 

Throw, in their wrestling, every govenimcmt. 
Snatch the world’s piu’se and kec]! tho guillotiiiG 
Or else (admitting these are casualties) 

Driving my soul with scientific hail 

That shuts the landscape out with particles p 

Insisting that the Palingenesis 

Means telegraphs and measure of tho rate 

At which tlio stars move — nobody knows where. 

So far, my Eosenoransj, we are at one. 

But not when yon blaspheme the life of Art, 

The sweet perennial jmiith of Poesy, 

Which asks no logic but its sensuous growih, 
Uo right but loveliness ; which fearless strolls 
Betwixt the burning mountain and tho sea, 
Ee<ddoss of earthquake and tlio lava Htrnani, 
Filling its hour with beauty. It knows nought 
Of hitter strife, denial, grim resolve, 

Sour resignation, busy emphasis . 
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Of frefsh illufsions named the new-born True, 

Old Error’B latest child ; but as a lake 
Images all things, yet within its depths 
Dreams them all lovelier — thrills with sound 
And makes a harp of plenteous liquid chords — 
So Art or Poesy: we its votaries 
Are the Olympians, fortunately bom 
From the elemental mixture ; ’tis our lot 
To pass more swiftly than the Delian God, 

But still the earth breaks into flowers for ns, 
And mortal sorrows when tliey reacli our ears 
Are dying falls to melody divine. 

Hatred, war, vice, crime, sin, those human stern 
Cjulones, floods, what yon well — outbursts of foi 
Feed art with contrast, give tlie grander touch 
To the master’s pencil and the poet’s song, 
Serve as Vesuvian fires or navies tossed 
On yawning waters, which, when viewed aflir 
Deepen the calm sublime of those choice souls 
Who keep the heights of poesy and turn 
A flcoldess mirror to the various world. 

Giving its many-named and fitful flux 



254 A COLIiEGU BREAKl?AaT-PA14TY. 

An iinaged, hannless, spii-itiial life, 

With pure soleotion, native to art’fs fraino, 

Of boauly only, save its minor soalo 
Of ill and pain to give the icloal joy 
A keener edge. This is a mongrel globe ; 

All finer being wrought from its coarse earth 
Is but accepted piivilege : what else 
Tour boasted virtue, which proclaims itself 
A good above the average consciousness? 
Nature exists by partiality 
(Each planet’s poise must cany two extremes 
With verging breadths of minor Avretchedness): 
We are her favourites and accept our wings. 
For your accusal, llosencranz, that art 
Shares in the dread and weakness of the time, 
I hold it null ; since art or poesy pure. 

Being blameless by all standards save her own, 
Takes no account of modern or antique 
In morals, science, or philosophj’'; 

No dull elenchus makes a yoke for her, 

Whose law and measure are the sweet consent 
Of sensibilities that move apart 



“Ay, we all know tliOBo votaries of tlie Muso 
Eavisliod with singing till they quite forgot 
Their tnanhoof], sang, anil gaped, and took no food, 
Then died of emptiness, and for reward 
Lived on as grasshoppers " — Laertes thus : 

But then ho checked himself as one who feels 
His innsolos dangerons, and Gnildenstern 
Filled tip the pause with calmer confidence. 


“You use your wings, my Osrio, 

Safely outside all reach of argument, 
Then dogmatise at will (a method known 
To ancient women and philosopihers, 
Nay, to Philistines 


Aro odours iiiiwle, if not by gradual ebaiiga 
Of souse or suljstanco ? Is your beaiitilul 
A aoedless, rootless flower, or bus it grown 
With human growth, whioh means tlio rising sum 
Of iiumun struggle, ordor, knowledge ?— sense 
Trained to a fuller reooi-d, more exact — 

To truer guidance of each passionate force? 

Get me your roseate flesh without the blood ; 

Get fine aromas without structure wi'ouglit 
From simpler being into manifold ; 

Then and then only flaunt your Beautifid 
As what can live apart from tlioug-ht, ci'eeds, states, 
Wliich mean life’s structure, Osrio, 1 beseech — 
The infallible should be more catholic — 

Join in a war-dance with the cannibals, 

Hear Chinese music, love a face tattooed, 

Give adoration to a pointed skull. 

And think the Ilinda Siva looks divine : 

"Tis art, ’tis poesy. Say, you object : 

How came you by that lofty dissidcnce, 

; If not through changes in the social man 
Widening his consciousness from Hero and How 
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To larger wliolos boyond tho roach of son«e; 

Oonh-olling to a fuUor harmony ' ^ 

Tho thrill of ijasHion and the mlo offact; 

And pahng falae ideals in the light 
(If full-rayed sonsibilities which blend 

Truth and desire ? Tanto, beauty, what arc they 
But tho Ronl’a choice towards perfect bias vvrouglit 
By finer balance of a fuller growth— 

Sense brought to subtlest metamorphosis 
Through love, tliought, joy-the general human 
store 

Wliioh grows from all life’s fnnetiona? As the 
plant 

Holds its corolla, purple, delicate, 

Solely as outfluah of that energy 

Which moves transforruingly in root and branch.” 

Quihlonstern paused, and Hamlet fpiivcring 
Since Osrio spolro, in transit imminent 
Irom catholic striving into laxity, 

\ onturecl lus word. “ Seems to mo, Gnildonsteni. 
Your argument, though shattoriug Osrio’a point 
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Tliat sousibilitioB can move apart 
From social order, yet has not annulled 
His thesis that the life of poesy 
(Admitting it must grow from out the whole) 

Has separate functions, a trausfigurod reslm 
Freed from the rigonrs of tho practical. 

Where what is hidden from the grosser world — 
Stormed down by roar of engines and tlio shouts 
Of eager concourse — rises beauteous 
As voice of water-drops in sapphire caves ; 

A realm where finest spirits have free sway 

In exquisite seleotiou, uncontrolled 

By hard material necessity 

Of cause and consoquenco. For you will grant 

The Ideal has discoveries which ask 

Ho test, no faith, save that wo joy iii them : 

A new-found continent, with spreading lands 
Whore pleasure charters all, where virtue, rank, 
Use, right, and truth have but one name, Delight 
Thus Art’s creations, when etherealiaed 
To least admixture of the grosser fact 
Delight may stamp as higliest.” 
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“ Possible i *’ 

Said Gnildensi;orn, -with touoh of weariTieBa, 

“ Bill; tlien w6 mipjlit dispute of wliat is gross, 

Wliat liigli, wliat low." 

“ Fay,” said Laertes, “ ask 
Tlio mightiest makers who have reigned, still reign 
■Within the ideal realm. See if their thought 
Be drained of practice and the thick warm blood 
Of hearts that boat in action various 
Through the wide drama of the struggling world. 
Good-bye, Horatio.” 

Each now said “ Good-bye.” 
Such breakfast, such beginning of tho day 
Is more than half tho whole. The sun was hot 
On sonthwaid branches of the meadow elms, 

The shadows slowly farther crept and veered 
Like changing memories, and Hamlet strolled 
Alone and dubious on the empurpled path 
Between the waving grasses of now June 
Close by the stream where well-compacted boats 
Were moored or moving with a lassy creak 
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To tlie soft (Bp of oars. All somicls were lighi 
As tiny silver bells upon the robes 
Of hovering silence. Birds made twitterings 
Tliat seemed but Silonoe self o’erfull of love, 

'Twas invitetion all to sweet repose ; 

And Hamlet, drowsy with the mingled draughts 
Of cider and conflicting sentiments, 

Chose a green couch and watched with half-closed 
eyes 

The meadow-road, the stream and dreamy lights, 
Until they merged themselves in sequence strange 
Wilh undulating other, time, the sonl, 

The will supreme, the individual okim, 

The social Ought, the lyrist’s liberty, 

Democritus, Py thagoras, in talk 
With Anselm, Darwin, Comte, and Sehopenhaufr, 
Tlia poets rising slow from oirt their tombs 
gammoned as arbiters — ^that border-world 
Of dosing, ei'6 the sense is fully locked. 

And then he dreamed a dream so lummoim 
He woke (he says) con viiujed ; but what it taught 



COM,EGE BBEAKFAST-PARTy. 


201 


VVitUiolcla as ^yet. Perhaps those gra,ver shades 
Admonished him that visions told in Irasite 
Part with their virtues to the squandering lips 
And leave tho soul in wider emptinoss. 









Two wo.fldoii from the portal etoj)t: 

Tlie bolls mriflo happy carollings, 
Tlio ah’ was soft as fanning wings, 
\^lut0 petals on the pathway slept. 

0 piu’c-eyed bride 1 
0 tender iM'ide l 



TWO L0T3SKS, 



Two faoes o’er a cradle bent: 

Two bands above the head were looked ; 
Tlieso pressed each other while they rooked, 
Those watched, a life that love had sent. 

0 Boleinn hour I 
0 hidden power j 


Two parents by the evening fires 
The red light fell about their knees 
On heads that rose by slow degrees 
Like buds upon the lily spire, 

0 patient life ! 

0 tender strife ! 


The two still sat togetlier there, 

The red light shone about their Inioes 
But all the heads by slow degrees 
Had gone and loft that lonely pair. 

0 voyage fast 1 
0 vanished pasi. i 



TWO LOVBllS. 


reel light shono upon tlie floor 
iid made the space between tliem viridei 
Key drew tlieir chairs up side by side, 
r pole cheeks joined, and said, “Once n 
O memories ! 

0 past that is J 







CiiAKGEFDL comi'ado, Life of mine, 
Before we two must part, 

1 will toU tlieo, thou shalt say, 
What Qiou hast been and arl... 
Ere I lose my hold of tlioo 
Justify thyself to me. 
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SELF ANir LIFE. 


We hoard tho chickens’ lazy croon, 

Wlioi'o the trellisod woodbiuos grow, 
And all the suminor aftenioou 
Mystic gladness o’er tlieo tlirow. 

Was it person? Was it thing? 

Was it touch or wlneporiiig ? 

It was bliss and it was 1 : 

Bliss was what thou knew’st me by, 

Sei,?. 

Soon I knew' thee more by Fear 
And sense of what was not, 

Haunting all I held moat dear ; 

I had a doirble lot ; 

Ardour, cheated with alloy, 

Wept the more for dreams of joy. 

' Life. 

Eememher how thy ai-rlour’s magic sense 

Made poor things rich to thee and small things 
gTeat; 

How hearth and garden, field and bushy fence, 

Were thy own eager love incorporate ; 


Anri how tilo fiolomn, splendid Past 
O’er thy early widened earth 
Made grandeur, as on sunset oast 
Dark eliuB near take mighty girth. 
Plands and feet were tiiij'- still 
Wlieii we knew the historic thrill, 
Breathed deep breath in heroes deail, 
Tasted the immortals’ bread 

SiSLP, 

Seeing what I might have boon 
Eoproved the thing I was, 

Smoke on heaven's oloareBt aheonj, 

The speck nothin the rose. 

By revered ones’ frailties stiing 
Eevercnco was with anguish wrung. 

Lii’E. 

But ail th_y anguish and thy discontent 
Was growth of mine, tlie elemental strife 
'Towards fooling manifold with vision blent 
To wider thought : I was no vulgar life 


274 


S.Ef.F AND LIEK 


Tlutt, like tlio vvater-miiToror]l fi/po, 
Not diacerne tiliG tliiiig it sees, 

Nor knows its own in. otliers’ BliaxiB, 
Eailiug, sooruing, at its ease. 

Half mail's ti'utli. nmst hidden lio 
If nnlit by Sorrow’s eye. 

I by SoiTow wi'onght in thoe 
Willing pain of ministry. 

Sesp. 

Slowly was the lesson tang lit 
Tlirongb passion, error, care , 

Insight was with loathing fraught 
And oflbrt with doBjiair. 

Written on the wall I saw 
“Bow I’’ I knew, not loved, the law. 

Ltpe. 

But then I brought a love that wrote within 
The law of gratitude, and made thy lieart 
Boat to the heavenly tune of seraphin 
Whose only joy in having is, to impart : 


Till tliou, poor Self— despite tliy ire, 
Wrestling 'gainst my minglccl aliare, 
Tliy faults, hard falls, and vain desire 
Still to be what others were — 

Pilled, o’orflowed with teiidemoss 
Seem ing more as thou wert lose, 
Knew me through that anguisli past 
As a fellowship more vast. 

Srt,p. 

Yea, I embrace thee, changeful Life ! 

Par-sent, unoliosen mate 1 
Self and thou, no more at strife, 

Shall wed in hallowed state. 

Willing spousals now shall prove 
Life is justified by love. 







BWF.ET EVENINGS GOME ANN GO, LOVE.” 


“ Till noche Ijiiona bo vieno, 

V iiosotros nos iromoa 
y no volvoromos mas.” 

— Old VilJmioieo. 

SivEET evoninf^s come and g-o, love, 

They came and went, of yore : 

Tins evening of om- life, love. 

Shall go and come no more. 

Wlioii wo have p.assed awaj', love, 

All tilings will keep their name ; 

But, yet no life on earth, love, 

With ours will ho the same. 


vVEBT EVEOTNGS 00MT5 AWD 


Tho daisies will bo there, love 
Tho stars in heaven will sir 
I sliall not feel thy wish, love, 
Nor thou my hand in thine. 

A. bettor time will come, love, 
And better souls bo bom : 

I would not bo the best, lovo, 
To leave thee now forlorn. 






THE DEATH OF MOSES. 


Mobes, who spake with Hod as with his Mend, 
And ruled his people with the twofold power 
Of wisdom that oau dare and still be meek, 
Was writing his laist word, the sacred name 
Unutterable of that Eternal Will 
Wliich was and is and erermore shall be. 

Yet was his task not finished, for the flock 
Needed its sheplierd and the life-taught sage 
Ijoaves no suocossor ; hut to chosen men, 
iliio resellers and guides of fsrael, 


llut loft tJiem lulei’B of tlio multitude 
And loved coinpauioiiH of tlie louely. Tliia 
Was God's last gift to Moses, this tlie hour 
When, soul must part from self and be but soul, 

God spake to Gabriel, the messenger 
Of mildest death that draws the parting life 
Gently, as when a little rosy child 
Lifts up its lips from off the bowl of milk 
And so draws forth a curl that dipped its gold 
In the soft whito—thus Gabriel draws the soul. 
“Go bring the soul of Mosee unto me I” 

And the awe-stricken angel answered, “Lord, 

How shall I dare to take his life who lives 
Sola of his kind, not to bo likened once 
la all the generations of the earth ? ” 

Then God called Michael, him of pensive bi-ow 
Snow-vest and flaming sword, who Imows and acts 


'!i’hy aovvant Moses ; ho is part of mo . . 

As I of thy deep sooreta, tnowing thorn." 

Then God called ZamaBl, tlie terrible, 

The angel of fierce death, of agony 
That comes in battle and in pestilence 
Kemorseless, sudden or with lingering throes. 

And ZamaSl, his raiment and broad wings 
Blood-tinctured, the dark lustre of his eyes 
Shrouding the red, fell like the gathering night 
Before the prophet, But that radiance 
Won fi'om the heavenly jnesenoe in the mount 
Gleamed on the prophet’s brow and dazzling pierced 
Its conscious opposite: the angel turned 
His murky gaze aloof and inly said : 

“ An angel tliis, deathless to angel’s stroke." 

But Moses felt the subtly nearing dark: — 

“Who art tlioir? and what wilt thou?” ZamaSl 


.1 gather ripened and unripened souls 
Both willing and unwilling. And I come 
Now to reap thee.” But Moses cried, 

Ifirni as a seer who waits the trusted sign: 

“ Reap tliou the fraitlosa plant and oomiuoii herb— 
Not him who from the womb was sanctified 
To teach the law of purity and love.” 

And Zamael baffled from his errand fled. 

But Moses, pausing, in the air serene 
Heard now tliat mystic whisper, far yet near, 

The all-penetrating Voioe, that said to him, 

“ Moses, the hour is come and thou must die.” 

“ Lord, I obey; but thou remomborest 
How thou, Ineffable, didst take me once 
Within thy orb of light untouched by death.” 

Then the voice answered, “ Be no more afraid : 
With me shall be thy death and burial." 

So Moses waited, ready now to die. 

And the Lord camo, invisible as a thouglit, 

Three angels gloaming on iiis secret track, 


THTS DEATH OF MOSES. 
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s Prince Michael, Zagaal, Oabriol, charged to giiard 

S': The Honl-foraalcen body as it fell . 

A.iid bear it to tho hidden sepulchre 
Denied for over to the search of man. 

And the Voice said to Mosos Close thine oyes.” 
He closed them. “ Lay thine hand upon thine heartj 
And draw thy feet together.” He obeyed. 

And the Lord said, “ 0 spirit ! child of mine ! 

A hundred years and twenty thou hast dwelt 
Within this tabernacle wrought of olay. 

This is the end ; come forth and fleo to heaven.” 

But tho giioved soul with plaintive pleading cried, 

“ I love this body with a clinging love : 

'I'ho courage fails ino. Lord, to part from it.” 

•i “ 0 child, come forth I for thou shalt dwell with me 

: About tlio immortal throne where serapilis joy 

In growing vision and in growing love.” 

j; Yet hesitating, fluttering, lilco the bird 

1 With young wing weak and dubious, the soul 


Steyed. But behold 1 upon the deathrdewecl lips 
A kiss desoendcd, pure, unspeakable — 

Tlio bodiless Love without embracing Love 
That lingered in the body, drew it tbrth 
With heavenly atrongth and carried it to heaven. 

But now beneath the sky the watchers all, 

Angels that keep the homes of Israel 
Or on high purpose wander o’er the world 
Leading the Gentiles, felt a dark colipso : 

The greatest ruler among men was gone. 

And from the westward sea was heard a wail, 

A dirge as from the isles of Javanim, 

Crying, “ Who now is left upon the earth 

Like him to teach the right and smite the wrong?” 

And from the East, far o’er the Syrian waste, 

Came slowHor, sadlier, the answering dirge : 

“ No prophet like him lives or shall arise 
In Israel or the world for evermore.” 

But Israel waited, looking toward the mount, 

Till with the deepening eve the elders came 



the death of MOSES. 
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Haring, “HIti Inirial is hid with God, 

Wo stood far off and saw tlie angels lift 
Hia corpse aloft nntil they seemed a star 
'n.at hm-nt itself away within the sky." 

The people answered with mute orphaned gai^e 
Looking for what had vanished evermore. 

Then through the gloom without them and within 
Ihe spirit’s shaping light, mysterious speech, 
Invisible Will woiight clear in sculptured sound, 
The thought-begotten daughter of the voice, 
Thrilled on their listening sense: “He has no tomb. 
He dwells not with you dead, but lives as Law.” 



A E I 6 N 



AEIOM’. 

(Herod. I. 24.> 

Arion, wliose meloflio soul 
Taught the dithyramb to roll 

Like forest fires, and sing 
Olyuupian suffeiiiig, 

Had carried Ills diviner loro 
From OoriTitli to the sister shore 

Where Greece could largelier bo, 
Braucliiug o’er Italy. 
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AltlOK. 


Then woightGcl with his glorious narao 

And hags of gold, aboard ho came 
'Mid harsh seafaring luen 
To Corinth bound again. 

The sailors eyed the bags and thought : 

“ The gold is good, the man is nought — 
And who shall track the wave 
That opens for his grave ? ” 

With brawny arms and oniel eyes 

They press ai'ound him where he lies 
In sleep beside his lyre, 

Hearing the Muses quire. 

He waked and saw this wolf-faced Death 

Breaking the droam that filled his breath 
With inspiration strong 
Of yet unohanted song. 


ARION. 
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“ Take, take my gold and let me live !” 

He prayed, aa kinga do when they give 
Tliciir all with royal will, 

Holding born kingship still. 

To rob the living they refuse, 

One death or other he must choose, 
Either the watery pall 
Or wounds and burial. 

“ My solemn robe then let me don, 

Give me high space to stand upon, 

That dying I may pour 
A song unsung before.” 

It pleased them well to grant this prayer, 

To liear for nought how it might fare 
With men who paid their gold 
Eor what a poet sold. 


J 
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AiaON. 


In flowing stole, his eyes aglow 
With inward lire, ho neared the prow 
And took liis god-like stand, 

The cithara in hand. 

The wolfish men all shrank aloof. 

And feared this singer might be proof 
Ag'ainst their mnrderons power, 

After his lyric hour. 

But he, in liberty of song, 

Fearless of death or other wrong, 

With foil spondaic toll 
Poured forth his mighty soul : 

Poured forth the strain his droam had taught, 
A nemo with lofty passion fraug-ht 
Such as makes battles won 
On fields of Mar-athon. 



AlilON. 
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The lust long vowels tremWed then 
As avre within those wolfish men : 

They said, with mutual stare, 
Some god was present there. 

But lo ! Arion leaped on high 
Eeady, his descant done, to die ; 

Not asking, “Is it well?” 
Like a pierced eagle felL 





‘0 MAY I JOIN THE CHOIR INYISIBLE” 




"0 MAY T JOIN THE CHOIE INVISIBLE.*' 


Lmigmn illud iminis, gimm non ero, magii m irmet, quam hoc 
eXitgunm.—Oimm, ad Att., xii. 18. 

0 MAY X join the choir invisible 
Of those immortal dead who live again 
In minds made better by thoir presence: live 
In pTilsea stirred to g-enerosity, 

In deeds of daring rectitude, in scorn 
For miserable aims that end with self, 

In thoughts sublime that pierce the night lifco 
stars, 

And -with their mild persistence urge man’s search 
To vaster issues. 



;i02 "0 MA.Y I JOIN THE CnOtU INVISIiSU'’..” 

f3o to Hvo is hoavon : 

To mnko lUMlyivig miiHio in tlio world, 
lU’oiitliing !iH boind.csouM ordor tlial, cohItoIh 
With growing away llio growing- lilb of man. 

Bo wo inliorll. tlmt. sweot purity 
For wliioli wo otnigglod, faiksd, and agonisod 
Willi widening rotrospoot tliat bred despair, 
Ilobollious flosh that would not bo subdued, 

A vicious parent shaming- still its child 
Poor anxious ponitoiice, is quick dissolved ; 

Its discords, qiicnchod by mooting- liarmbnioa, 
Die in the largo and charitable air. , 

And all our rtiroT, better, truor self, 

That sobbed religiously in yoarning song, 

That watched to easo tbo burthen of the world, 
Laboriously tracing what nnist be, 

And what may yot be bettor — saw witliin 
A worthier image for the sanotnary, 

And sliaiied it forth before the inultitiulo 
Divinely human, raising worship so 
I’o higher revei-enco more mixed with love — 
Tliat bettor self shall live till, human Time 
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SViall fold ite eyelids, and tlie liiimau sky 
Be gathered like a scroll ■within the tomb 
Unread for ever. 

This is life to come, 

Which martyred men have made more glorious 
For ns wiio strive to follow. May I reach 
That purest heaven, bo to other souls 
The cup of strength in some great agony. 
Enkindle gonorons ardour, feed pxu'e love, 

Be-get the smiles that have no cruelty — 

Be the sweet presence of a good diffused, 

And in diffiision ever more intense. 

So shall I join the choir invisible 
Whose mimic is the gladness of the world. 

1837. 
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